THE 


$=EvENGE. 
| TRAGEDY. 


Asitis Acted at the 


| THEATRE- ROYAL 


| DRURT-LANE, 


Y 


His MA JES? T Y's Servants 


By Z. YOUNG, I. I. D. 
: Author of Bufiri ris Ang of Egypt. 


11 2 alta Mente Reel | Vin. : 


DUBLIN: 


Printed by R. Jauzs, 


J |: For wirman Sir, Bookſeller, at the Hercules in 
| Dame: ſtreet, M. DCC. xXLI1X. oa 


To his Grace the 
| DUKEof WHARTON. 


MY LORD, 


ERE Ia Stranger to your 
GRACE, I ſhould not be 
afraid to follicit Your Patro- 
nage, ſince you have taken 
the Politer Arts into your Protection, 
and They, who endeavour to excel in them, 

are, in Effect, making their Court to 
You. But I can plead more than a coni- 
mon Title to this Honour. Your GRACE 

has been pleas'd to make Your ſelf Acce- 

ſory to the following Scenes not only by | 


1 | ſuggeſting the moſt beautiful incident in 


them, but by making all poit.v.e Proviſion | 
for the Succeſs of the Whole. Tour great 
Delicacy of Taſte, in Compoſitions of this 

A 2 Kind. 
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Kind, has ſo aſſiſted this Poem; and the In- 
dulgence of Your Nature has fo endea- 
vour'd to ſhorten the great Diſtance be- 

tween Your GR ACE and its Author, that 

J have been ſcarce able to conſider You in 
any other Light, than as one entirely devo- 

ted to theſe Amuſements, and purſuing the 

ſame Studies with myſelf  _ 5 

The World, which is large in Your 

Praiſes of another Nature, will be ſurpriz'd 
to hear me ſpeak of Your GRACE, in 
this Manner. They talk of One abound- 
ing in all the Grace and Power of Publick 
Eloquence, and eminently furniſh*'d with 
Theſe particular Talents, which qualify 
for ſhining in the higheſt Stations, and in- 

fluencing the National Welfare: Of One, 

who made a Name in Senates in his Minori- 
ty; and who now, at an Age, which in 
ſome well-conſtituted States would exclude 
him their grand Council, has finiſh'd a Re- 
putation in that of Great-Britain; and gain- 
ed Thoſe for his greateſt Admirers, who 


are Themſelves moſt admir'd There: One, | 
who through this whole memorable Se- 
ſion, has acted in the Spirit of a Regulus, | 


_ vigorouſly oppoſing Meaſures in which he 
might have found his private Advantage, 
and exerting the nobleſt Indignation and 

Contempt for thoſe, who, like the Old 
Carthaginians, were equally famous for their 
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| Riches, and their Faith. One who, if he 
| advances in Proportion to his firſt Degree 
| of Glory, ſhall not thank Poſterity for 


ranking Him with the moſt Celebrated this 
Nation has produc'd, tho' His Great Father 


4 be in the Nuinber of them. 


His Country may with Pleaſure reflect, 
that when He has any thing of Moment in 


His View, there is Nothing which can 


either break His Reſclution, tire His Acti- 
vity, or limit His Expence. His Spirit 


encreaſes on Reſiſtance, and like a great 
Flame, it burns the ſtronger, and ſhines the 
brighter, in Proportion to the Violence of 


the Storm that offends it. In the preſent 


\ troubled State of Affairs, in which the Na- 
tion fluctuates, how has He ſtrove againſt 
the Power of Wind and Tide to aſſiſt Her 
into Harbour; while ſome have endea- 
{ voured to tear her to Pieces, in order to 


provide for their private Safety, and ſwim 


aſhore on her Ruins? 


Thus ſpeaks the World. I, My LORD, 
whoſe Knowledge of your GRACE lyes 
more in private Life, can tell them in Re- 


turn, of One, who can animate His Country 
Retirement with a Kind cf Pleaſures, 
ſometimes unknown to Perſons of Diſtinc- 
tion in that Scene: Who can divide the 


longeſt Day into a Variety of Polite and 


Uſſetul Studies, and appoint the great Men 


” AE i of 


The DrDICATION. 

of Antiquity their ſtated Hours, to receive 
(if I may fo ſpeak) their Audience of him: 
Who is an excellent Maſter of their Hiſto- 
ry in particular, and oblerving how Nature 


in a Courſe of Years is apt to come round | 


again, and tread in her own Footſteps ; has 
a Happineſs in applying the Facts or Cha- 


racters of Antient to Modern Times; 
which requircs a beautiful Mixture of 
Learning and Genius; and a Mind equally 
Knowing in Books and Men: who can car- 
ry from his Studies ſuch a Life into Conver- 
ation, that Wine ſeems only an Interrup- | 
tion of Wit: Who has as many Subjects to 
talk of, as proper Matter on thoſe Subjects, 


3 T u Goes af wr ans 


as much Wit to adorn that Matter, and as | © 


many Languages to produce it ſo adorn'd, | 
as any of the Age in which he lives. And yet | 
fo ſweet his Diſpoſition, that no one ever | 
wiſh'd his Abilities leſs, but ſuch as flatter'd | 
themſelves with the Hope of ſhining when | 


- near him. 


But there are ftill ſuperior Qualities, 
Which J am oblig'd to remember, as is the 


Scciety to which I belong, and to return 


Him our Thanks for his late Donation to 


it. Which is ſo noble that it had laid us 


under the greateſt Obligation, though it i. 
had been from another: Though it had | 
been from one whoſe Quality and Charac- | 


ter would have made a far leſs Addition to 
1 it; 


cy 


than doubled its Value. As 
particular Obligations to him, I ſhall not 
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it; and who had not, by the moſt graceful and 


eng: Manner of conferring it, more 


or my Own 


1 | endeavour to expreſs My ſelf in Words; 
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| | but beg leave to refer Him to the whole 


future Courſe of my Life for my Senſe of 


| them. My preſent Fortune is his Bounty, 
| and my future His Care; which, I will 
venture to ſay, will be always remembered 


to His Honour, ſince He, I know, intend- 


ed His Generoſity as an Encouragement to 

| Merit, tho? (thro his very pardonable Par- 
I tiality to one who bears Him fo ſincere a 
Duty and Reſpect) I happen to receive the 
Benefit of it. 


They who are acquainted with Your 


| GRACE, will be of Opinion, that I 
make Your Goodneſs but an ill Return by 
| the Liberty I now take. But tho? it be true, 
that they who merit Praiſe moſt, affect it 
| leaſt; it is alſo true, that to commend what 


is excellent is a Debt We owe the Publick. 


In Regard to which, how ill ſoever You 
may reliſh | it, I have made no Scruple to uſe 
|| You as You deſerve: And my Comfort is, 
I can take Refuge in Your Lordſhip's own 

| Example, for preferring the Publick before 
1 


But, if You are till difurisfy „d, 1 mall 


| only ſay, 1 it is hard that Your GRACE 


A 4 ſhould 
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mould join with Your Enemies, (who 
will equally diſlike it) againſt Me. For E- 
nemies, My LOR D, You have; nor am 
I ſorry for it. All ſhining Accompliſh- 4 


ments will be for ever either Lov'd, or 


Envy'd, and next to the Perſon who pays 
Lou his Eſteem, He bears the beſt Teſti- 
mony to the Superiority of Your Charac- 
ter, who hates You for it. I give You Joy 
of thoſe Foes Your great Qualities have 
made. And I congratulate You in a parti- 
_ cular Manner, that they are the moſt inve- 


 _terate to Your GR ACE, whom Your 


Country purſues with her greateſt Diſlike. 


"4 is no Reflection on Thoſe who wiſh You 


| beſt, to ſay, They will hardly be able to 


9 5 contribute r more to Your Glory. 


1 am, 
M r L 0 R D, 
Yo our Grace s moſt Dutiful, 


and moſt Humble Servant, 


June, ay, 
1722. 


"_ 


Ter ſuch t 


Dye Traytor Fi nd trampling 


PROLOGUE. 


By a Friend. 


F T has the Buſkin'd Maſe, with Action mean, 
Debas'd the Glory of the Tragic Scene : 
While Puny Villains dreft in Purple Pride, 


With Crimes obſcene the Heav x- born Rage bely'd. 


To her belongs to mourn the Heroes Fate, 


Ta trace the Errors of the Wiſe and Great ; 


To mark th' Exceſs of Paſſions too refin'd, 

And paint the Tumults of a Goalie Mind. . 
Where mix d with rage, exalted Thoughts combine, 
And darkeft Deeds with beauteous Colours ſhine. 

Such Lights and Shades in a avell mingled Draught, 


By curious Touch of artful Pencils wrought, 
{ With ſoft Deceit «muſe the doubtful Eye, 

Pleas d with the Conflict of the various Dye. 
Thus thro' the following Scenes with ſcueet & urprizes | 
Virtue and Guilt in dread Confiſion riſe, _ 

And Lowe, and Hate, at once, and Grief and Toy, 
Pity, and Rage, their mingl'd Force employ. 


Here the foft Virgin ſees with ſecret ſhame, 


5 Her Charms excelPd by Friendſhip's purer Flame, 
Forc'd with reluctant Virtue to «pprove, _ 


The generous Hero who rect her Love. 
B. hold him There with gloomy Paſſions ſtain 4. 
A Wife 6 and an injur'd Friend; © 
Teil where Innocence is caught, 


That r fþ Suſpicion ſ'c1: without a fault. 


We dread a while | ft Beauty ſhould ſucceed, 
And almoſt wifh tv'nVirtur's . may bleed. 


Mark avell the bluc Revenge, the cruel Guile, 
1 lovely Spoi! 
Of Beauty, Truth, aud Innocence oppreſt, 
Then let the Roge of Fries fire ycur Breaſt. 
TY. m. his mighty WVrongs, his Juſt. Diſdain, 5 


1 ding Country, his loud Father f/ain, 


His Murten! Pride y:ur Admiration reiſc, 
And crown 1 him with involuntary Praiſe. 
A 5 Dra- 
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Dramatis Perſor æ. 


MEN. 
Don Alonzo, the 7 . 
Spaniſh General, 1 Mr Booth. 
Don Carlos, his 
| Fri en d, | 9 Mr. Wi Iks. 
Don 7 Warez, 2 a 
Courtier, g 4 Mr. Thurmond, 
Don Manuel, * 
ttendant of Don 2 Mr. Wi liams. 
„ 
Zanga, a Cap- 
Tb tive Moor, $1 Mr Milk. 
W 0 M E N. 
Lakin Alvarez $ 
Daughter, ; * Porte 
Habella, the Meor 5 
: Miſtreſs, 8 Mrs. 2 | 
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REVENGE. 


ACT L SCENE L 


Enter Zanga. 
Z ANG A. 
HETHER firſt Nature, or long 


want of Peace, | 
Has wrought my Mind to this, L 
cannot tell ; 
YF But Horrors now are not dif- 
plwKkẽEaſing to me: 
1 Uke this Rocking of the Battlements. 
Rage on, ye Winds, burit Clouds, and Waters roar ! 
Lou bear a juſt Reſemblance to my Fortune, 
And ſuit the gloomy Habit of my Soul. 
Enter Iſabella. 
Who 8 there my Love! 
Diab. Why have you left my Bed? 3 
Your Abſcnce more logs x me than ths Storm. 


Zan. 


GT” = 


—_— 
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Poor that were poor Revenge 
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Zan. The Dead alone in ſuch a Night can reſt, 
And I mdulge my Meditation here. © 
Woman, away. I chuſe to be alone. 
Jab. Iknow you do, and therefore will not leave you; 
Excuſe me, Zenga, therefore dare not leave you. 
Is this a Night for Walks of Contemplation? 
Something unuſual hangs upon your Heart, 
And I will know it: By our Loves, I will. 
To you I facrific'd my Virgin Fame; 55 
Aſk I too much, to ſhare in your Diſtreſs? (plung'd 
Zan. In Tears? Thou Fool! then hear me, and be 
In Hell's Abyſs, if ever it eſcape thee. TY 
To ſtrike thee with Aſtoniſhment at once, 
T hate Alonxo. Firſt recover that, 
And then thou ſhalt hear farther. 
Dab. Hate Alonzo! | 
I own I thought Alonxo moſt your Friend, 
And that he loſt the Maſter in that Nance. 
Zan, Hear then. Tis twice three Years ſince that 
Great Man, . =D 
Great let me call him; for he conquer'd Me,) 
Made me the Captive of his Arm in Fight. 
He ſle w my Father, and thrc-w Chains o er me, 
Waile I with pious Rage puriu'd Revenge. | 
I then was young, ix plac'd me near his Perſon, 
And thought me not dithonour'd oy his Service. 
| One Day (may that returniug Day be Night, 
The Stain, the C+.r{e of each fuccecding Year) | 
For ſomething, or for nothing, in his Pride 
He 'iruck me. While I tell it, do I live? | 
H tmote me on the Cheek—-——— 1 did not ſtab him 
—E'er ſince, his Folly 
Has ſtro ve to vury it beneath a heap Fs 
Of Kindneſies, and thinks it is forgot. 
Inictent Thought! and like a ſecond Blow ! 
A onts are ip nocent, where Men are worthleſs ; 
And inci alone can wiſely drop Revenge. 
Di. Butwiiyl, more Temper, Cange, Hell your ſtory; 
To ice your fro, En. tions ſtartles ine. 3 
Zan. Yes, Woman, with the Temper that bets it. 


Ps: 
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Has the dark Adder Venom? So have I 


When trod upon. Proud Span rd, thou ſhall feel me! 
For from that Day, that Day of my Diſhonour, 


I I from that Day have curs'd the riſing Sun, 


Which never fail'd to tell me of my Shame. 
E from that Day have bleſt the coming — 
Which promis'd to conceal it; but in vain; 
The Blow return'd for ever in my Dream. 
Yet on I toil'd and groan'd for an Occaſion 


Of ample Vengeance; none is yet arriv'd. 


Howe'er at preſent I conceive warm Hopes 

Of what may wound him ſore in his Ambition, 
Life of his Life, and dearer than his Soul. 

By nightly March he purpos'd to ſurprize 


The Mocriſo Camp; but I have taken Care 
They ſha!) be ready to receive his Favour. 


Failing in this, a Caſt of utmoſt Moment, 
Woul Sacken all the Conaueſts he has won. 


ab. Juſt as I enter'd an Expreſs arriv'd. 
Zan To whom? 


Iſab. His Friend Don Carle. 

Zan. Be propitious, | 

O Mohomet, on this i important Hour, 
And give at length my famiſh'd Soul Revenge! 
What is Revenge, but Courage to call in 
Our Honour's Debts, and Wiſdom to convert 
Other's ſelf-love, that coinmon Source of 111, 
Into our own Protedion! Morning dawns, 


| TI ſeek Don C: 1 los, and enquire my Fate. (Eæxeunt. 


| Enter Nlaovel and Don Carlos. | 
Man. My Lord Dez Carlis, what brings your Expreſs? 
Car. Alonzo's Glory, aud the Mcors Defeat. 
The Field is ſtrow'd wit: eie ten thouſand ſlain, 
Tho' he ſuſpe2ts his Mz -atures were betray =_ 
He'll ſoon azrive. O, how i long t' embrace 


Te firſt of Fiiroes, and the beſt of Friends! aa 
5 I lov'd fair L. era long before 


Tue Chance . ?attle gave me to tho Moors, 
From won f {2.2 ils {et nie Free; 


And while I n in Bondage, 1 deputed 
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This Great Alonxo, whom her Father honours, 

To be my gentle Advocate in Love, 

To ſtir her Heart, and fan its Fires for me. 
Man. And what Succeſs ? 
Car. Alas, the Cruel Maid 

Indeed, her Father, who tho high at Court, 

And powerful with the King, has Wealth at Heart, 

To heal his Devaſtations from the Moors, | 

Knowing I'm richly freighted from the Ef, 
My Fleet now failing in the Sight of Spain, 
(Heav'n Guard it ſafe thro' ſuch a dreadful ow 
Careſſes me, and urges her to we.” 

Man. Her aged Father | 
Leads her this Way. 
Car. She looks like radiant Truth 


Brought forward by the Hand of hoary Time 


Vou to the Port with Speed, tis poſſible 
Some Veſſel is arriv'd, Heav'n grant it bring 
Tydings, which Carlos may receive with Joy. 
Enter Alvarez and Leonora. 
Bo. Don Carlos, I am labouring in your F avous. 

With all a Parent's ſoft Authority, 
And earneit Counſel. 

Car. Angels ſecond you: 5 

For all my bliſs or Miſery hangs on 1 

Alu. Daughter, the Happineſs of Life depends 

On our Diſcretion, and a prudent Choice; 
Look into thoſe they call Unfortunate, 
And cloſer view'd, you'll find they are unwiſe: 
Some Flaw in their own Conduct lies beneath, 
And 'tis the Trick of Fools to fave their Credit, 
Which brought another Language into Uſe. 
Don Carlos is of Ancient, Noble Blood, 
And then his Wealth might mend a Prince's Fortune. 

For him the Sun is labouring 1 in the Mines, . 
A Faithful Slave, and turning Earth to Gold. 
His Keels are freighted with that ſacred Pow'r, 
By which ev'n Kings and Emperors are made. 


Sir, you have my good Wiſhes, and I hope (To Car. 
My Daughter is not indiſpos d to hear you. Lies Ab. 


7. 
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Car. O Leonora! why art thou in Tears? 
Becauſe I am leſs wretched than I was? 
| Before your Father gave me leave to woo you, 

- Huſh'd was your Boſom, and your Eye ſerene. 

Will von for ever help me to new Pains, 
And keep Reſerve of Torment in your Hand, 
To let them looſe on every Dawn of Joy? _ 
Leon. Think you my Father too indulgent to me, 
; That he claims no Dominion o'er my Tears? 
A Daughter ſure may be right dutifal, 
| 


Whoſe Tears alone are free from a Reftraint. — 
Car. Ah my torn Heart! 
Leon. Regard not me, my Lord, 
1 ſhall obey my Father. 
Car. Diſobey him, 
: £ Rather than come thus coldly, than come Thus 
Wich abſent Eyes, and alienated Mien, 
| Sufring Addreſs, the Victim of my Love. 
O let me be undone the common Way, 
And have the common Comfort to be pity d, 
And not be ruin'd in the Maſk of Bliſs, 
And ſo be envy'd, and be wretched too! 
| Love calls for Love. Not all the Pride of Beauty, 
| Thoſe Eyes that tell us what the Sun is made of, 
| Thoſe Lips, whoſe Touch is to be bought with Life, 
Thoſe Hills of driven Snow, which ſeen are felt, 
All theſe poſſeſt, are nought, but as they are 
The proof, the Subſtance, of an inward FRG, 
And the rich Plunder of a taken Heart. 
| Leon. Alas! my Lord, we are too delicate; | 
And when we graſp the Happineſs we with'd, 
We call on Wit to argue it away; 
A plainer Man would not feel half your Pains; ; 
But ſome have too much Wiidom to be happy. 
Car. Had I known this before, it had been well 
J had not then ſollicited your Father 
Too add to my Diſtreſs; as you behave, 
Your Father's Kindnefs fiabs me to the Heart, 
Give me your Hand Nay, give it, Leonora. 
| You give it not nay, yet you give it no. 
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I raviſh it —— 
Lion. | pray, my Lord, no more. 
Car. Ah, why ſo ſad? You know each ſigh does ſhake 
Sighs there are Tempeſts here: | 2 
T've heard bad Men would be unbleſt in Heav'n: | 
What is my Guilt, that makes me ſo with you? 
Have I not languiſh'd proſtrate at thy Feet! 
Have I not liv'd whole Days upon thy Sight? 
Have I not ſeen thee where thou haſt not been? 
And mad with the Idea, claſp'd the Wind, 
And doated upon Nothing? 
Leon. Court me not, 
Good Carles, by recounting of my Faults, 
And telling how ungrateful I have been. 
Alas! my Lord, if talking wou'd prevail, 
I cou'd ſuggeſt much better Arguments, 
Than thoſe Regards you threw away on me; 
Your Valour, 3 Wiſdom, -prais'd by all. 
But bid Phyſicians talk our Veins to Temper, 
And with an Argument new-ſet a Pulle ; . 
Then, think, my Lord, of reaſoning into Love. 
Car. Muſt I deſpair then? Do not ſhake me thus: 
My Tempeſt-beaten Heart is cold to Death. 
Ah! turn, and let me warm me in thy Beauties. 
Heav'ns! what a Proof I gave but two Nights paſt 
Of matchleſs Love! To ng me at thy Feet, 
I ſlighted Frienaſhip, and I flew from Fame; 
Nor hcard the Summons of the next Day's Battle: 
But darting headlong to thy Arms, I left 
The promis'd Fight, | left Alonxo too 
To ſtand the War, and beat a World alone. (Trumpets. 
Leon. The Victor comes, My Lord, I muſt withdraw. 
NV EE -..  (Eane Leon... 
Car. Sure, there's no Peril but in Love. Oh! how 
My Foes wou'd. boat to fee me look fo pale! 
1 88 Enter Alonzo. 5 


Car. Alonzo! | 
Alon. Carlos - am whole again 
Claſpt in thy Arnis, it rakes N Heart entire. 
Cer. Whom dare Ithus eiabiacc? The Conqueror of 
„„ b Alon. 
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Alon. Yes, much more, Don Carles's Friend. 
I be Conqueſt of the World would cot me dear, 
Should it beget one Thought of Diſtance in thee. 

I riſe in Virtues to come nearer thee. 

J conquer with Don Carlos in my Eye, | 
And thus I claim my Victory's Reward. (Embracing him. 

Car. A Victory indeed! Your godlike Arm 
Has made one Spot the Grave of Africa, 


| Such Numbers fell! and the Survivors fled, 


As frighted Paſſengers from off the Strand, 


When the tempeſtuous Sea comes roaring on them. | 


Alon. "Twas Carlos conquer'd, twas his cruel Chains 
Ilnflam'd me to a Rage unknown before, 

And threw my former Actions far behind. 

Car. I love fair Leoncra, how I love her! 
Vet hill I find (I know not how it is) 
Another Heart, Another Soul for thee. 
Thy Friendſhip warms, it raiſes, it tranſports 

Like Mufick, pure the Joy, without Allay ; 
Whoſe very Rapture is Tranquility:  _ 
But Love, like Wine, gives a tumultuous Bliſs, 
| FHeighten'd indeed beyond all Mortal Pleaſures ; 
But mingles Pangs and Madneſs in the Bowl. 

„ CCC 

Zan. Manuel, my Lord, returning from the Port, 


T On Buſineſs, both of Moment and of Haſte, 


Humbly begs leave to ſpeak in Private with you. 
Car. In private ——>— —Ha !—4lonzo, ll return; 
No Buſineſs can detain me long from thee. (Ex. Car. 

Zan. My Lord Alonzo, I obey'd your Orders. 
Alon. Will the fair Leonora paſs this way ? 

Zan. She will, my Lord, and ſoon. 

Alon. Come near me, Zanga; 

For I dare open all my Heart to thee. 
Never was ſuch a Day of Triumph known: 

| There's not a wounded Captive in my Train, 

That ſlowly followed my proud Chariot Wheels 


| With half a Life and Beggary, and Chains, 


But is a God to me: I am moſt wretched. 
In his Captivity thou know'ſt Don Carlos, 1 
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y Friend (and never was a Friend more dear) 

Deputed me his Advocate in Love, 

To talk to Leonora's Heart, and make 

A tender Party in her Thoughts for him. 

What did I do? I lov'd myſelf, indeed 

One thing there is might leſſen my Offence, 

(If ſach Offence admits of being leſſen'd) 

I thought him dead; for (by what Fate I know not) 

His Letters never reach'd me. 

Zan. ( Afide.) Thanks to Zanga, 
Who thence contriv'd that Evil which has happen'd. 

Alon. Ves curs'd of Heaven! I lov'd my ſelf, and now 


In a late Action, refcu'd from the Moors, 


J have brought home my Rival in my Friend. 
Zan. We hear, my Lord, that in that Action too, 
Your interpoſing Arm preſerv'd his Life. ; 
Alon. It did—with more than the Expence of 
For oh! this Day is mention'd for their Nuptials. 
But ſee ſhe comes, I'll take my leave and die. 


Lan. ( Afide.) Hadlt chou a thouſand Lives thy Dem 


- would pleaſe me. 1 05 
_ Unhappy Fate! my Country overcome! 
My ſix Years hope of Vengeance quite expir'd !——— 
Would Nature were——— I will not fall alone: 
But other's Groans ſhall tell the World my Death. 
CO RT I OE 
Alon. When Nature ends with Anguith like to this, 
Sinners ſhall take their laſt leave of the Sun, 
And bid his Light adieu. 5 
Leon. The mighty Conqueror 


N Diſmay d? I thought you gave the Foe your Sorrows. 


Alon. O cruel Inſult! are thoſe Tears your Sport, 
Which nothing but a Love for you could draw? 

_ Africk I quell'd, in hope by that to purchaſe 

| Your leave to ſigh unſcorn'd ; but I complain not; 
Twas but a World, and you are——— Leonora. 


Leo. That Paſſion which you boaſt of, is your Guilt, 
A Treaſon to your Friend. You think mean of me, 


To plead your Crimes as Motives of my Love. 


Auen. You, Madam, ought to thank thoſe Crimes you | 


blame; Tis 


ceof Mine; 
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Tris they permit you to be thus inhuman, 

Without the Cenſure both of Earth and Heav'n—— 

I fondly thought a laſt Look might be kind. 

Farewel for ever. This ſevere Behaviour 

Has, to my Comfort, made it ſweet to die. 
Leon. Farewel for erer Sweet to die —0 

Heav'n! — © 

Alenxo, Stay, you 2 not thus cſeape me; 

But hear your Guilt at large. 

| - Alon. O Leonora l 

What could I do? In Duty to my Friend, 

I faw you; and to ſee, is to admire. 

For Carlos did J plead, and moſt ſincerely: 

Witneſs the thouſand Agonies it coſt me. 

You know I did, I ſought but your Eſteem, 

If that 1s Guilt, an Angel had been guilty. 

I often ſigl:'d, nay, wept, but could not help i itz 


1 And ſure it is no Crime to be in Pain. 


I What wo 


| | But grant my Crime was great, I'm greatly ged. 
— you more? Am I not moſt undone? 
This Uſage is like ſtamping on the Murder'd, 
When Life is fled. Moſt barbarous and unj juſt. | 
'f Leon. If from your Guilt none ſuffer'd but yourſelf, 
It might beſo Farewel. 8 (Going. 
An. Who ſuffers with me? 
Leon. Enjoy your Ignorance, and let me go. 
Alon. Alas! What is there I can fear to know, 
Since I already know your Hate? Your Actions 
Have long ſince told me that. 
Lecn. They flatter'd you. 
Alon. How? flatter'd me! 1 
(| Leon. O ſearch in Fate no farther! 
1 FT hate thee, O Alonzo How I hate thee ! | 
Alen. Indeed? and do you weep for hatred too? 
O what a doubtful Torment heaves my Heart! 
J hope it muſt and yet I dread it more? 85 
Should it be ſo! Should her Tears flow from thence! 


1 How wou'd my Soul blaze up in Extaſy 


Ah! no, how fiak into the Depth of Horrors? 
Leon. would you force my ſtay? WA | 
| n. 
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Alon. What mean theſe Tears? 


Leon. I weep by chance; nor have my Tears a Mean- 


But Oh! when firſt I ſaw Alonzo's Tears, ling; 
I knew their Meaning well. 5 
( Alon. falls paſſiunately on his Knees, and takcs 

Ber Hand. Which 


Alon. Heav'ns! what is This? That Excellence for 

Deſire was planted in the Heart of Man; | 

Virtue's ſupreme Reward on this fide Heav'n; 
The Cordial of my Soul. and this Deſtroys mne 

Indeed ] flatter'd me that thou didſt Hate. 

| Leon. Alonzo, pardon me the Injury 

Of loving you. I ſtruggled with my Paſlion, 

And ſtruggled long; let that be ſome Excuſe. 


Alon. Unkind! you know I think your Love a Biefling 


Beyond all human Bleſſings, tis the Price 

Of Sighs and Groans, and a whole Vear of dying: 

But O the Curſe of Curſes !——O my Friend! 
+ _ HR ne 
Alon. What ſays my Love? ——Speak, Leonora. 
Leon. Was it for you, my Lord, to be ſo quick 
In finding out Objections to our Love! 
Think you ſo ſtrung my Love, or weak my Virtue, 
It was unſafe to leave that Part to me? 
Alon. Is not the Day then fix d for your Eſpouſals? 


I 


T.eon. Indeed, my Father once had thought that way ; 


But marking how the Marriage pain'd my Heart, 
Long he ſtood doubtful ; but at laſt reſolv'd, 
Vour Counſel, which determines him in all, 

Should finiſh the Debate. N | 
REY aA 2: ny = 
_ Muft I not only loſe her? but be made, 
My ſelf the Inſtrument! Not only Die; 
But plunge the Dagger in my Heart myſelf? SG 
This is refining on Calamity, — (mine? 
Leon. What! do you tremble, leſt you ſhould be 
For what elſe can you tremble ? not for that 8 


My Father places in your Pow'r to alter. (Friend? 


Alon. What's in my pow'r ? O yes, to ſtab my 


Leon. 
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Leon. To ſtab your Friend were barbarous indeed! 
Spare him and murder me—l own, Alonzo, 
You well may wonder at ſuch words as theſe, 
I ftart at them myſelf, they fright my Nature, 
Great is my fault; but blame not me alone, 


Give him a little Blame, who took ſuch Pains 
To make me Guilty. 


Alon. Torment! & After a Pauſe, Leon. ſpeaks, 

Leon. O my Shame: „ 

I ſue and ſue in vain; it is moſt juſt : 

When Women ſue, they ſue to be deny'd. 

Yau hate me, you deſpiſe me, you do well; 

For what I've done, I hate and ſcorn myſelf. 
O Night, fall on me! I {hall bluſh to * 
Alon. Firſt periſh all. 

Leon. Say, what have you reſolv'd E 

My Father comes, what anſwer will you 1 give him J 

|. "Aon. What Anſwer ? Let me look upon that Face, 
And read it there Devote thee to another! 
Not to be born! A ſecond Look undoes me. 

Leon. And why undo you? Is it then, my Lord. 

so terrible to yield to your own Withes, 

Becauſe they happen to concur with mine ? 

Cruel! to take ſuch Pains to win a Heart, 

Which you was conſcious you muſt break with parting, | 
Alon. No. Leonora, I am thine for ever. | 

Runs and embraces her, 


In ſpite of Car {os Ha Who s that? My Friend? | 
(Starts wide from ber. 
Alas! I ſee him pale, I hear him groan; 
He foams, he tears his Hair, he raves, he bleeds, 
(I know him by myſelf) He dies diſtracted. 
Leon. How dreadful to be cut from * we level. 
Alon. Ah! Speak no more. 
Leen. And ty'd to what we hate! 
Alon. Oh! 
Leon. Is it poſſible? 
Alen. Death! 
Leen. Can you? 
Aon. Oh! — 
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Vet take a Limb; but let my Virtue ſcape. 
Alas! my Soul, this Moment I die for thee. 
| „„ | | ( Breaks away. 
Leon. And are you perjur'd then for Virtue's ſake ? 
How often have you ſworn ? but go for ever! {Swoors. 
Alen. Heart of my Heart! and Eſſence of my Joy! 
The Groans of Friendſhip ſhall be heard no more, 
For whatſoever Crimes I can commit, 
I've felt the pains already. 
L Hold, hors, © | 
And hear a Maid, whom doubly thou haſt conquer'd. 
T love thy Virtue, as I love thy Perſon, 
And I adore thee for the Pains it gave me ; 
But as I felt the Pains, I'll reap the Fruit, 
Fll ſhine out in my Turn, and ſhew the World 
Thuy great Example was not loſt upon me. 
Be it enough that I have once been guilty ; 
In fight of ſuch a Pattern to perfiſt, : 
III ſuits a Perſon honour'd with your Love. 
My other Titles to that Bliſs are weak, 
I muſt deſerve it by refufing it. 5 
Thus then I tear thee from thy Hopes for ever. 
Shall I contribute to 4/onzo's Crimes? : 
No, tho” the Life-Blood guſhes from my Heart. 
You ſhall not be aſham'd of Leonora, = 
Or that late Time may put our Names together. 
Nay, never ſhrink ; take back the bright — ple 
Vou lately lent, O take it while you mayjy: 
While I can give it you, and be Immortal. (Exit. 
Alon. She's gone, and I ſhall fee that Face no more; 
But pine in Abſence, and till Death adore. | 
When with cold dew my fainting Brow is hung, 
And my Eyes Darken, from my falt'ring Tongue 
Her Name will tremble in a feeble Moan, 
And Love with Fate divide my dying Groan. 


ACT 
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* Enter Manuel, and Zang. 


Zan. TF this be true, I cannot blame your Pain 
| For wretched Carlos; tis but human in you. 
But when arrived your diſmal News? | 
Man. This Hour. | 
Zan. What, not a Veſiel fad! 
rere all the Storm 
| Devour 'd, and now o'er his late envy'd Fortune 
The Dolphins bound, and watry Mountains roar, 
Triumphant in his Ruin, 
1 Zan. Is Alvarez 
| Determin'd to deny his Devghter e him? 
That Treaſure was on Shore; muſt that too join 
{ The common Wreck? | 
Man. Alvarez pleads indeed 
That Leonora's Heart is diſinclin d. 
| And pleads that only; fo it was this 88 5 
| When he concurr'd: The Tempeſt broke the Match: 
And ſunk his favour, when it ſunk the Gold. 5 
The Love of Gold is double in his Heart, 
The Vice of Age, and of Alvarex too. 
Zan. How does Don Carlos bear it? 
1 Man. Like a Man 
| Whoſe Heart feels moſt a human Heart can feel, 
And reaſons beſt a human Heart can Reaſon. 
Zan. But is he then in abſolute Deſpair ? 
Man. Never to ſee his Leonora more. 
; And quite to quench all future Hope, Alvarez 
| Urges Alonzo to eſpouſe his Daughter is 
| This very Day; for he has learnt their Loves. 
Zan. Ha! was not that received with : Extaly 
el By Don Alonzo? 
U Man. Ves, at firſt; 8 my 
3 Damp came der kim, it would kill ks Pa 


Zan. 
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Zan. Not if his Friend conſented ; and fince now 

He can't himſelf eſpouſe her ——<— — 
Man. Yettoaſkit 
Has ſomething ſhocking to a generous Mind, 
At leaſt Alenxo's Spirit ſtartles at it. 
Wide is the Diſtance between our Deſpair, 
And giving up a Miſtreſs to another. 
But I muſt leave you. Carlos wants Support 


In his ſevere affliction. 0 Exit Manuel, 


Zan. Ha! it dawns!— 
It riſes to me like a new-fhnnd World 
To Mariners long time diftreſs'd at Sea, 
Sore from a Storm, and all their viands ſpent 
Or like the Sun juſt riſing out of Chazs, 
Some dregs of antient Night not quite purg'd off: 
But mall! finiſh it. Hoa! 7/abella! 
5 . . [/abella. = 
I 4 of dying; ; better Things come forward; 
Vengeance is ſtill alive; from her dark Cover 

With all her Snakes erect upon her Creft, 
She ſtalks in View, and fires me with her Charms. 
When, 1/abe!, arriv'd Don Carlos here ? 5 

Jab. Two Nights ago. 

Zan. That was the very Night 
Before the Battle Memory, ſet down that, — 


It has the Eſſence of a Croco ile, 


Il give it Birth 


Tho yet but in the ſhell 
What time did he return? 
Jab. At Midnight. 
Zan. S—— 
Say, did he ſee that Night his Les 5 
Jab. No, my good Lord. = 
Zan. No matter——tell me, W 

Is not Alonzo, rather Brave than Cautious, | 
HFoneſt than Subtle, above Fraud himſelf, 
Slow therefore to ſuſpect it in another? 


I/ab, You beſt can judge; but ſo the World thinks of 
him. Ex. Iſab. 


Zan. Why, that i: well —go fetch my Tablets hither, 
Two * ago, m Father's ſacred mo, 


as lt. Ee ES 


Thrice 


He ſmil'd a Joy then little underſtood 


Re-enter 
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Thrice ſtalk d around my Bed, and ſmil'd upon me, 


It muſt befo———and if ſo, it is Vengeance 
Worth _— of the Dead for. 


with the Tablets, Zanga writes, then 
reads as to himfelf. 
Thus it ſtands 
The Father's fixt Don Carlos cannot wed 
Alonzo may — but that will hurt his Friend — 


Nor can he aſk his Leave——or if he did, 


He might not gain it it is hard to give 
Our own Conſent to ills, tho' we muſt bear them. 
Were it not then a Mafter-piece, worth all 


The Wiſdom I can boaſt, firſt to perſwade 


Alonzo to requeſt it of his Friend, | 
His Friend to grant then from that very Grant, 
The ſtrongeſt Proof of Friendſhip Man can give, 
And other Motives) to work out a Cauſe 

Of Jealouſy to rack Alonxo's Peace? 


I have turn'd o'er the Catalogue of Woes, 


Which ſting the Heart of Man, and find none equal. 
It is the Hyara of Calamities, 

The — Death. The Jealous are the damn' d. 
O Jealouſy ! Each other Paſſion's cam 

To thee, thou Conflagration of the Soul ! 


Thou King of Torments ! Thou grand Counterpoize 


For all the Tranſports Beauty can inſpire ! 
Jab. Alonzo comes this Way. | 
Zan. Moſt opportunely. | 

Withdraw Ve ſubtile Dæmens, which refide (Ex. Iſab. 


1 Courts, and do your Work with Bows and Smiles. 


That little Engin' ry, more miſchievous 


Than Fleets and Armies, and the Cannon's Murder, 
Teach me to look a Lye, give me your maze 


Of gloomy Thought, and intricate Deſign | 


Jo catch the Man I hate, and then devour. 


Enter Alonzo. 


My Lord, I give you Joy. 


Alon. Of what, good Zenga ? 


Zan. Is not the lovely Leenora yours? 
B Alon. 
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Alon. What will become of Carlos? 

Zan. He's your Friend; 
And ſince he can't eſpouſe the Fair himſelf, 
Will take ſome Comfort from Alonxo's Fortune. 


Alon. Alas! Thou little know'ſt the Force of Lovez | | 


Love reigns a Sultan with unrivall'd ſway, 
Puts all Relations, Friendſhip's ſelf to Death, 
If once he's jealous of it. I love Carlos, 
Vet well I know what Pangs I felt this Morning 
At his intended Nuptials. For my ſelf 
I then felt Pains, which now for him I feel. 
Zan. Y ou will not wed her then? 
Alon. Not inſtantly: : 
Inſult his broken Heart the very Moment! 
Zan. I underſtand you: But you'll wed het, 


When your Friend's gone, and his firſt Pain * 61 ? 


Alon. Am I to blame for that? 

Zan. My Lord, I love 
Vour very Errors, they are born * Views. 3 
Vour Friendſhip (and what nobler Paſſion claims 
The Heart ?) does lead you blind- fold to your Ruin, 
Conſider, wherefore did 4/-arez break 
Don Carlos's Match, and wherefore urge Alonzo's D 
Twas the ſame Cauſe, the Love of wealth : To-morrow 
May ſee Alonxo in Don Carlos's Fortune; 
A higher Bidder is a better Friend, | 5 
And there are Princes ſigh for Le. (Cauſe, 


When your Friend's gone, you'll wed; why then the 


Which gives you Leonora now, will ceaſe. 

Carlos has loft her; ſhould you loſe her too, 

Why then, you heap new Torments on your F riend 
By that Reſpect which labour'd to relieve him 

is well, he is diſturb'd, it makes him pauſe. (4 ide. 


—— ——— — 


2 


Alon. Think'ſt thou, my 2 ſhou'd I aſk Don Carls, 


_ His Goodneſs would conſent that I ſhould wed her? 
Zan. Ixnow it would. 

Alon. But then the Cruelty 
To aſk it, and for me to aſk it of him! 

Zen. Methinks you are ſevere upon your F riend. 
Who was it gave him 2 and Life? 


Alon, 


m th it ho i bent. Dt ai Ys a band off 
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Alon. That is the very Reaſon which forbids it. 
Were I a Stranger, I could freely ſpeak : 


47 


In me, it ſo reſembles a Demand, 


Exacting of a Debt, it ſhocks my Nature. 


Zan. My Lord, you know the ſad Alternative. 
Is Leonora worth one Pang or not ? 


It hurts not me, my Lord, but as I love you, 


Warmly as you I wiſh Don Carlos well; 


But I am likewiſe Don A4lonze's Friend: 
'There all the Difference lies between us two. 


In me, my Lord, you hear another ſelf, 
And give me leave to add, a better too, 


Clear d from thoſe Errors, which tho' caus'd WP Virtue 5 
Are ſuch as may hereafter give you Pain. 
' Don Lopex of Caſtile would not demur thus. 


Alon. Periſh the Name! What! Sacrifice the Fai air 


Te Age and Illneſs, becauſe ſet in Gold — El 


I'll to Don Carlos, if my Heart will let me. 


I have not ſeen him ſince his ſore Affliction; ; | 
But ſhun'd it, as too terrible to bear. 
| -How ſhall I bear it now? I'm ſtruck already. ( Fx Men: 


Zan. Half of our Work is done. I muſt ſecure 


Don Carlos, e're Alonzo ſpeaks with him. 


(He g ies a Meſſage to a Servant, then returns. A) 


Proud, — Spain! Oft drench'd in NMaariſ Blood; 


Doſt thou not feel a deadly Foe within thee? 
Snake not th y Tow'rs where-e'cr I paſs along, 
Conſcious of Ruin, and their great Deſtroyer ? - 


 Shaketo the Centre, if 4/onzo's dear. 


Lon. 


Lol down, O holy Prophet! See my Torture! 


This Chriſtian Dog, this Infidel which dares 
To ſmite thy Votaries, and ſpurn thy Law; 


And yet hopes Pleaſure from two radiant Eyes, 


Which look as they were lighted up for thee! : 
Shall he enjoy thy Paradite below ? (Charms.— 
Blaſt the bold Thought, and curſe him wich her 
But ſee the melancholy Lover comes. 
Enter Don Carlos. 
Car. Hope, thou haſt told me Lies from Day to Day, 


For or more than twenty Years; vile Prowuler | 


B 2 None 
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None here are y but the very Fool, 
Or very Wiſe app I want Fool enough, 
To ſmile in Vanities, and hug a Shadow); 
Nor have I Witdom to elaborate 
An artificial Happineſs from Pains : 
Even Joys are Pains, becauſe they cannot laſt. (be 
Yet much is talk'd of Bliſs, it is the Art 
Of ſuch as have the World in their Poſſeflion, 
To give it a 6 goon Name, that Fools may envy ; 
For Envy to ſmall Minds is 
_ How _ "if the Head, look gay, and ſmile 
Againſt their Conſciences? and this we know, 
Vet knowing disbelieve, and try again 
What we have try d, and ſtruggle with Conviction. 
Each new Experience gives the former Credit, 
And reverend Grey Threeſcore is but a Voucher, 
That Thirty told us true. 
„ 3 | 5 
I mourn your Fate: but are no Hopes ſurviving ? 
Car. No Hopes. Alvarez — of Steel: 
| "Tis fix d, tis paſt, tis abſolute Deſpair. (der 
® Zan. You wanted not to have your Heart made ten- 
By your own Pains, to feel a Friend's Diftreſs. 
Car. I underſtand you well. Alonzo loves. 
I pity him. 
Zar. I dare be ſworn you ao. 
Yet he has other thoughts. 
Car. What canſt thou mean? 
Lan. Indeed he has, and fears to aſk a Favour, 
7, A Stranger from a Stranger might requeſt. 
What coſt you Nothing, yet it is All to him, 
Nay what indeed will to your Glory add, 
For nothing more than wiſhing your Friend well. 
Car. I pray be plain: His Happineſs is mine. | 
Zan. He loves to Death; but ſo reveres his F riend, Y 
a He can't perſuade his Heart to wed the Maid, 1 
Without your Leave, and that he fears to aſk, 
In perfect Tenderneſs; I ur 180 him to it, 
Knowing the deadly Sickneſs of his Heart, 
Your W Goodneſs to your Friend, 


. 
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Your Wiſdom, and Deſpair yourſelf to wed her ; 


I wrung a Promiſe from him he would try: 


29 


And, now I come a mutual Friend to both, 


Without his Privacy, to let you know it, 
And to prepare you kindly to receive him. 
Car. Ahl if he weds, I am undone indeed; 
Not Don Alvarez ſelf can then relieve me. 
Zan. Alas! My Lord, jou know his Heart is Steely 
Tis fixt, tis paſt, tis abſolute Deſpair... 


Car. O cruel Heav'n! and is it not enough 


That I mult never, never ſee her more! 


Say, is it not enough that I muſedie; 

But muſt 1 be tormented in the Grave? 
Aſk my Conſent !—Muft I then give her to him ? 
Lead to his Nuptial Sheets the bluſhing Maid ? 
Oh; Leonora! never, never, never! 


. A Storm of Plagues upon him; he refuſes (A. de. 
Car. What! Wed her?——and to- day ? 


Zan. To-day, or never. 
To-morrow may ſome wealthier Lover bring, 
| And then Alonxs is thrown out like you. 
| Then whom ſhall he condemn for his Misfortune? 
Carlos is an Alwarex to his Love. 


Car. O Torment! Whither ſhall I turn ? 
Zan, To peace 


Car. Which is the Way | 
Zan. His Happineſs is yours, 
I dare not disbelieve you. 
Car. Kill my Friend 


Or worſe? Alas! and can chow hay a worſe ! 2 


A worſe there is; ; nor can my Nature bear it. 


' Zan. You have convinc'd me, 'tis a dreadful Taſk. 
I find Alonzo's quitting her this Morning 
For Carles's ſake, in tenderneſs to you, 
Betray'd me to believe it leſs ſevere 


Then ] perceive, it i 


Car. Thou doſt upbraid me. 
Zan. No, my good Lord; but ſince you can't t comply, 
'Tis my Misfortune that I mention'd it: 
For had I not, Alonzo would indeed 
B 3 Mave 
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Have dy'd, as now ; but not by your Decree. 
Car. By my Decree? do Tins his Death? 

I . I then lead her to his Arms? 
Oh! which ſide ſhall I take? be ſtabb'd? or—ſlabb'd?- 
Tis equal Death, a choice of Agonies. - 
Ah no! all other Agonies are Eaſe | 
Io one!=——— O Leonora Never, never! 

Go Zonga, go, defer the dreadful Tryal, 
Tho but a Day, ſomething perchance may happen 
To ſoften all to Friendſhip, and to Love. 
Go, ſtop my Friend, let me not ſee him now, 
But fave us from an Interview of Death. 
Tar. My Lord, I'm bound in Duty to obey 7. 
" I not bring him, may Alonxo proſper. (4/ide ex. Zan. 
Car. What is this World ?—Thy School, O Miſery : 
Our only Leſſon is to learn to ſuffer, 
And he who knows not that, was born for Nothing. 
Tho' deep my Pangs, and heavy at my . 
My Comfort is, each Moment takes away . 
A Grain at leaſt from the dead Load that's on me, 
And gives a nearer Proſpect of the Grave. 
But put it moſt ſeverely——ſhould I live? 
_ Live long? Alas! there is no Length in Time 
Not in thy Time, O Man! What's fourſcore Years? 
Nay, what indeed, the Age of Time itſelf, | 

Since cut from our Eternity” s wide Round? 
Away then. To a Mind Reſolv'd and Wile, 

There is an Impotence in Miſery, 

Which makes me ſmile, when all its Shafts are in me. 
et, Leonora She can make Time long, 
1ts Nature alter, as ſhe alter'd mine, 
While in the Luſtre of her Charms I lay, 
Whole Summer Suns roll'd unperceiv'd away; 
I Years for Days, and Days for Moments told, 
And was ſurpriz d to hear that I grew old; 
Now Fate does rigidly its Dues regain, 
And every Moment is an Age of Pain. | 
As he is going out, Enter Zanga and Alonzo. Zu 

| ſtops Carlos. 


Zan. Is this Den Carles ? this the boaſted F riend? 
| ow 


The REVENGE. 37 


How can you turn your Back upon his Sadneſs ? 
Look on him, and then leave him if you can. | 
Whoſe Sorrows thus depreſs him ?——Not his own ; 
This Moment he could wed, without your Leave. 
Car. I cannot yield; nor can I bear his Griefs. 
Alonzo! (Going to him, and taking his Hand. 
Alon. © Carlos! EE bay = 
Car. Pray forbear. : 8 25 
Alon. Art thou undone? and ſhall Alonzo ſmile? 
Alonzo? who perhaps in ſome degree 
_ Contributed to cauſe thy dreadful Fate? 
I was deputed Guardian of thy Love; 
But oh! I lov'd myſelf. Pour down Afflictions 
On this devoted Head! Make me your Mark! 
And be the World by my Example taught, 
How ſacred it ſhould hold the Name ct Friend. 
Car. You charge your ſelf urjuiltly ; well I know 
The only Cauſe of my ſevere Affliction. | 
Alvarez, curs d Alvarez——fo much Angu in 
Felt for ſo ſmall a Failure, is one Merit 
Which faultleſs Virtue wants: The Crime was mine, 
Who plac'd thee there, where only thou could'ſt fail ; | 
Tho' well I knew that dreadful Poſt of Honour 
I gave thee to maintain. Ah! Who could bear 
_ Thoſe Eyes, unhurt? The Wounds my ſelf have felt, 
{Which wounds alone ſhould cauſe me to condemn thce) 
They plead in thy Excuſe; for I too ſtrove 
To ſhun their Fires, and found *twas not in Man. 
Alon. You caſt in Shades the Failures of a Friend, 
And ſoften all; but think not you deceive me: 
I know my Guilt, and I implore your Pardon, 
As the ſole Glimpſe I can obtain of Peace. 
Car. Pardon for him who but this Morning threw 
Fair Leonora from his Heart, all bath'd | 
In ceaſeleſs Tears, and bluſhing with her Love? 
Who like a Roſe-leaf, wet with Morning Dew, 
Would have ſtuck cloſe, and clung ſor ever there ? 
But 'twas in thee, thro' Fondneſs to thy Friend 
To ſhut the Boſom againſt Extaſies; 4 | 
For which, while this Pulſe beats, it beats to thee, 
a 34 X While 
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While this Blood flows, it flows for my Aonzo, 
And every wiſh is levell'd at thy Joy. 5 
Zan. to Alon. My Lord, my Lord, this is your Time 
4tO ſpeak. 


Alon. to Zan. Becauſe he's kind? it therefore is e 


For tis his Kindneſs which I fear to hurt, (worſt; 

Shall the ſame Moment ſee him fink in Woes, 

And me providing for a flow of Joys, 1 75 
Rich in the Plunder of his Happineſs?? 
No, I may die; but I can never ſpeak. | Is 

Car. Now, now it comes! they are concerting it, 
The firſt word firikes me dead—O Leonora 
And ſhall another taſte her fragrant Breath !—— _ 
Who knows what After-time may bring to paſs? 
Fathers may change, and I may wed her ſtill, (ids. 

Alon. to Zan. Do I not ſee him quite poſſeſs'd with 

nn cn 5 e 

Which, like a Dæmon, writhes him to and fro? 

And ſhall I pour in new? No, fond Deſire, 

No, Love! One Pang at parting, and farewel. 

I have no other Love but Carlos now. IE 

Car. Alas! my Friend, why with ſuch eager Graſp 

Doſt preſs my Hand, and weep upon my Cheek ? 
Alcn. If, after Death, our Forms (as ſome believe) 

Shall be tranſparent, naked every Thought, 

And Friends meet Friends, and read each other's Hearts, 

Thou'lt know one Day, that thou waſt held moſt dear, 

Farewel. 

_ Cer. Alonxc, flay—he cannot ſpeak— (holds him. 
Leſt it ſhould grieve me—ſhall I be out- done??? 
And loſe in Glory, as I loſe in Love? (Ale. 
I take it much unkindly, my Alonzo, | 


Yeu think ſo meanly of me, not to ſpeak, 


Wen well I know your heart is near to burſting. 
Have you forgot how you have bound me to you? 
_ Your ſmalleſt Friendſhip's Liberty, and Life. — 
Alen. There, there it is, my Friend, it cuts me there. 
How dreadful is it to a generous Ming 
To aſk, when ſure he cannot be deny d? 
Car. How greatly. thought! in all he tow'rs above 
_ Cs | Then 


= v0 


The R EVEN GE. 37 


Then you confeſs you would ak ſomething of me. 


An. No, on my Soul. 
Zar. to Alen. Then loſe her. 
4 (Alide. 1 Glorious Spirit! 
what a Pang has he run thro for this 
By r 'n I envy him his Agonies ! 


Why was not mine the moſt illuſtrious Lot 
Of ſtarting at one Action from below, | 


And flaming up into conſummate Greatneſs ! ! 


— Angels, ſtrengthen me!——It ſhall be ſo. — 


I can't want ſtrength. Great Actions once conceiv'd, 
Strengthen like Wine, and animate the Soul, 
And call themſelves to Being—— My Alonxo ! 


Since thy great Soul diſdains to make R equeſt,. 


Receive with Favour that I make to- * 
Alen. What means my Carlos? 
Car. Pray obſerve me well. 


|. Fate and Me tore her from my Heart, 
And plucking up my Love, they had well nigh 
_ Nluck'd up life too, for they were twin'd together; : 


Of that no more What now does Reaſon bid? 
I cannot wed——Farewel my Happineſs; 
But, O my Soul, provide with Care for her's. 
In Life, how weak, how helpleſs is a Woman !- 
Soon hurt, in happineſs itſelf unſafe, 


And often wounded while ſhe plucks the Roſe; 


So properly the Object of Affliction, 


That Heav'n ispleas'd to make Diſtreſs become her,, 
And dreſſes her moſt amiably in Tears. 


Take then my Heart in Dowry with the Fair, 
Be thou her Grntien, and thou muſt be mine. 


| Shut out the thouſand preſſing IIls of Life 


With thy ſurrounding Arms—Do this, and then 


Set down the Liberty and Life thou gav'it me, 


As little Things, as Eſſays of thy Goodneſs, 
And Rudiments of Friendſhip ſo Divine. 
Alon. There is a Grandeur in thy Goodneſs to me,: 


Which with thy Foes would render thee ador'd; 
ZBut have a Care; nor think I can be pleas'd 
Wich any Thing that lays in Pains for thee. 


Bs Thou 
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Thou doſt diſſemble, and thy Heart's in Tears. DE 
Car. My Heart's in Health, my Spirits dance. their 

And at my Eye Pleaſure looks out in Smiles. (Round, 
Alon. And canſt thou, canſt thou part with Leonora? 


Car. I do not part with her, I give her thee. 
Alon. O Carlos! © 


Car. Don't diſtruſt me, I'm fincere ; 


| Nor is it more than ſimple Juſtice in me. 


This Morn didſt thou reſign her for my Sake; 
I but perform a Virtue learnt from thee ; 
Diſcharge a Debt, and pay her to thy Wiſhes. 
Alan. Ah how ?--but think not Words were ever made 
For ſuch Occaſions. Silence, Tears, Embraces, 
Are languid Eloquence, III ſeek Relief 
In Abſence from the pain of ſo much Goodneſs. 
There thank the bleſt above, thy ſole Snperiors, | 
Adore, and raiſe my Thoughts of them by thee. Exit. 
Zan. Thus far ſucceſs has crown'd my boldeſt Hope, 


1 My next Care is to haſten theſe new Nuptials, 


And then my Maſter-works begin to play. 

Why this was greatly done, without one Sigh (To Car. 

To carry ſuch a Glory to it's Period. : 
Car. Too ſoon thou praiſeſt me He's gone, and nor 

I muſt unſluice my overburden'd Heart, 

And let it low. I would not grieve my Friend 

With Tears; nor interrupt my great Deſign, 

Great ſure as ever human Breaſt durſt think of. 

But now my Sorrows, long with Pain ſuppreſt, 
Burſt their Confinement with i impetuous Sway, 
O'er-ſwell all Bounds, and bear e' en Life away. 

So. tilt the Day wa won, the Creek renown'd 

Wich Anguith wore the Arrow in his Vound, 
'Fhen drew the Shaft from out his tortur'd Side, 
Let guſh the Torrent of his Blood, and dy'd 


FFV 


 TheREVENGE. 
ACT m. SCENE. I. 
Enter Zanga and Ifabella 


ZANG A. 

O Joy, Thou welcome Stranger! twice three Years 
, I have not felt thy Vital Beam, but now ß, 
It warms my Veins, and plays around my Heart : 
A fiery inſtinct lifts me from the Ground, 
And I could mount! The Spirits numberleſs 
Of my dear Countrymen, which Veſterday 
Left their poor bleeding Bodies on the Field, 

Are all aſſembled here, and o'er inform me 

O Bridegroom ! Great indeed thy preſent Bliſs ; 
Vet ev'n by me unenvy'd; for be fure 
It is thy laſt, thy laſt Smile, that which now 
Sits on thy Check; enjoy it while thou may t, 
 Anguiſh, and Groans, and Death * To-morrow. 
My bella! _ 
Lab. What commands 1 my Moor EE 

Zan. My fair Ally! My 3 Miniſter! 

*Twas well Alva by my Arts impell'd, 
(To plunge Don Curls in the laſt Deſpair, 
And ſo prevent all future Moleſtation,, 
 Fir1lh'd the Nuptials ſoon as he reloly'd them, 
This Conduct ripen' all for Me, and Ruin. 
Scarce had the Prieſt the holy Rite perform'd, 

When I, by ſacred Inſpiration, forg'd e 


That Letter, which I trulled to thy Hand; 


That Letter, which in glowing Terms _ 
From happy Carlos to fair Leonora 

The mo!: profound acknowleigment of Heart 
For wond'rous Tranſports, which he never knew. 
This is a good ſubſervient Arunce, 

To aid the nobler Workings of my Brain. 
ab. I quickly dropt it in che Bride „Apartment, 
As you commanded. 


Len, With a r Hand: 


| 
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For ſoon Alonzo found it; I obſerv'd him 
From out my ſecret Stand. He took it up ; 
But ſcarce was it unfolded to his Sight, 
When he, as if an Arrow pierc'd his Eye, 
Started, and trembling dropt it on the Ground. 
Pale and aghaſt awhile my Victim ſtood, 
Diſguis'd a Sigh or two, and puff'd them from him; 
Then rubb'd his brow, and took it up again. 
At firſt he look'd as if he meant to read it; 
_ Byt check d by riſing Fears, he cruſh'd it Thus, 
And thruſt it, like an Adder, in his Boſom. 
Laab. But if he read it not, it cannot ſting him, 
At leaſt not mortally. - F 
Zan. At firſt I thought ſo; =” 
But farther Thought informs me otherwiſe, 
And turns this Diſappointment to Account. 
He more ſhall credit it becauſe unſeen, 
If 'tis unſeen) as thou anon may'ſt find. 
Jab. That would indeed commend my Zanga's Skill. 
Zan. This, //abella, i: Don Carlos's Picture; 
Take it, and fo diſpoſe of it, that found,  _ 
It may riſe up a Witncts of her Love, 
Under her Pillow, in ner Cabinet, 
Or elſewhere, as ſhall beſt promote our End. 
unab. Til weigh it as it's Conſequence requires, 
Then do my utmoſt to deſeri © your ſmile. (Ex. Iſab. 
| Zan. Is that Alonzo proſtrate on the Ground 
Now he ſtarts up like Flame from ſleeping Embers, 
And wild Diſtraction glares from either Eye. 
If thus a flight Surmiſe can work his Soul, 
How will the ſulneſs of the Ter:ipeft cear him! 
7 85 1 Enter Alonzo. 8 | 
Alon. And yet it cannot be- am dete. 
T injure her: {ke wears the Face of Head n. 
Zan. He doubts. RR fone 
Alon. I dare not look on This again. 
If the firſt Glance, which gave ſuſp1-ion only, 
lad fuck eſtect, fo ſmote my Heart and Brain, 
The certaint) would daſhi me all in Pieces. 
I cannot— Ha! it muſt, it muſt be true, ( ** 
tte 
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Zan. Hold there and we ſucceed. He has deſcry'd me, 
And, for he knows [ love him, will unfold LY 
His aching Heart, and reſt it on my Counſel. 
I'll ſeem to go, to make my Stay more ſure. 
Alon. Hold, Zanga, — 
Zan. My Lord. 
Alon. Shut cloſe the Doors, 
That not a Spirit find an Entrance here. 
Zan. My Lord's obey'd. 
Alen. I fee that thou art frighted. 
If thou doſt love me, I ſhall fill thy Heart 
With Scorpion's Stings. 
Zan. If I do love, my Lord? 
Alon. Come near me, let me reſt upon thy Boſom: 
What Pillow like the Boſom of a F riead? 
And I am ſick at Heart. 4 
Zan. Speak, Sir, O S 
And ne wel from the Wreck! 
Alon. And is there need 
Of Wards? Behold a Wonder! See my Tears! 
Zan. Ifeel them too. Heav'n grant my Senſes fail me? 
T rather would loſe them than have this real. 
Alon. Go take a Round thro' all Things in my 
And find that One; for there is only One (Thought 
Which could extort my Tears; find chat and tell 
Thy ſelf my Miſery, and ſpare me the Pain. 
Zen. Sorrow can think but W—L am x bewilder'd; ; 
I know not where I am. 
Alon. Think, think no more. 
It ne'er can enter in an honeſt Heart. 
Fll tell thee then I cannot, —Yet I do 
By wanting Force to give it Uiterance. 
Zan. Speak, eaſe your Heart ; its Throbs will break 
| your Boſom, 
Au. I am moſt happy: mine is Victory, 
Mine the King's Favour, mine the Nation's Shout, 
And great Men make their Fortunes of my Smiles. 
O Curſe of Curſes! in the lap of Bieſling 
: To be moſt Curſt My Leonora's Falſe! 
Zan. Save me, ue Lord! 


Alon, 
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Alon. My Leonora's falſe. (Gives him the Letter. 


| Zan, Then Heav'n has loſt its Image here on Earth. 
(While Zanga reads the Letter, he trembles and 


ſhews the utmoſt Concern, 


Alon. Good-natur'd Man! He makes my Paine his 


I durſt not read it; but I read i Xt nos don. 
In thy concern. 

Zu. Did you not read it then ? ? 

Alon. Mine Eye juſt touch'd it, and cou'd bear no more. 


Zan. Thus periſh all that gives Alonzo Pain. (Tears 


Alu. Why didſt thou tear it? (the Letter. 

Zan. Think of it no more. 

Twas your Miſtake, and groundleſs ar are your Fears. 

Alon. And didſt thou tremble then for my Miſtake ? 

Or give the whole Contents, or by the Pangs 

That feed upon my Heart, thy Life's in Danger. 

Zan. Is this Dons s Language to his Zanga? 
Draw forth your Sword, and find the Secret here. 

For whoſe fake is it, think you, I conceal t? 

_ Wherefore this Rage ? Becauſe I ſeek your Peace? 

I have no Intereſt in ſuppreſſing itt. 

But what good-natur'd Tenderneſs for you 

Obliges me to have. Not mine the Heart 


That will be rent in two, not mine the Fame 


That will be damn'd, tho' all the World ſhould know it. 
Alon. Then my worſt Fears are true, and Life is paſt. 
Zan. What has the Raſhneſs of my Paſſion utter'd ? 

I know not what; but Rage is our Diſtraction, 

And all its Words are Wind Vet ſure I ak 

I nothing own'd—but grant I did confeſs. 

What is a Letter ? Letters may be torg'd. 


For Heaven's ſweet Sake, my Lord, litt nh your Heart. : 


Some Foe to-your Repoſe 


Alon. So Heav'n look on me, TT 
As J can't find the Man I have offended. | (Shield. 
Zan. (Afide.) Indeed! our Innocence is not ou? 
They take Offence who have not been Offended, 

They ſeek our Ruin too, who ſpeak us fair, 

And Death is often ambuſh'd in their Smiles. 
Me know not w hom we have to fear. Tis cane a 


A Letter may be forg'd, and in a Point 


a RR. — © Ava; Bey 


What is Abſurdity, but to believe 


Againſt Appearance 
' Subdue your Paſſion to your better Senſe; 
And, Truth to tell, it does not much diſpleaſe me. : 
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Of ſuch a dreadful Conſequence as this, 
One would rely on nonght that might be falſe — 


Think, have you any other Cauſe to doubt her? 


Away, you can find none. Reſume your Spirit, 
All's well again. 


Alon. O that it were! 

Zan. It 15; 
For who would credit that, which credited 
Makes Hell ſuperfluous by ſuperior Pains, 
Without ſuch Proofs as cannot be withſiood ? 
Has ſhe not ever been to Virtue train d? 
Is not her Fame as ſpotleſs as the Sun, | 
Her Sex's Envy, and the Boaſt of Spain? 

Alon. O Zanga! It is that confounds me moſt, 


That full in Oppoſition to * na DER 
or y 


Zan. No more, my Lord, ou condemn jour 


You can't yet, I find, 


Tis fit our Indifcretions ſhou'd be check d, 


With ſome Degree of Pain. 


Alon. What Indiſcretion? (me: 
Zan. Come, you mult bear to hear your Faults from 


Had you not ſent Den Carlos to the Court 


The Night before the Battle, that foul Slave, 


Who for” d the ſenſeleis Scroll which gives you * 


Had wanted footiag for this — 
Alan. 1 ſent him not. | 
Zan. Not ſent him!——Ha!—— That firikes me. 
I thought he came on Meſſage to the King. 
Is there another Cauſe could juſtify 


His ſhunning Danger, and che promis'd F ight ? 2 
But I perhaps may "think tco rigidly, 
So long an Abſence, and impatient Love— 


Als. In my Confuſion, That had quite cleap 'd me. N 


By Heav'n, my wounded Soul Ces bleed afreſh; 


Tie clear as Day 


for Carlos is ſo brave, 


He live, aot but on Fame, he hunts for Danger, 
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And is enamour'd of the Face of Death. 
How then cou d he decline the next Day's Battle. 


But for the Tranſports *!——Oh it muſt be ſo — 
Inhuman! by the Loſs of his own Honour, | 


To buy the Ruin of his Friend! 


Zan. You wrong him; 
He knew not of your Love. 
Alen. Ha!. 

Zan. That ſtings home. ( Aladte. 
Alen. Indeed he knew not of my treacherous Love- 

Proofs riſe on Proofs, and ſtill the laſt the ſtrongeſt, 
TH eternal Law of Things declares it true, 
Which calls for Judgments on diſtinguiſh'd Guilt,. 
And loves to make our Crime our Puniſhment. 

Love is my Torture, Love was firſt my Crime; 
For ſhe was his, my Friend's ; and he (O — 


| Confided all in me. O facred Faith! 


How dearly I abide the Violation 
Zan. Were then their Loves far gone ? 
Alen. The Father's Will 
There bore a total Sway; and he as ſoon 
As News arriv'd that Car/os's Fleet was ſeen 
From off our Coaſt, fir'd with the Love of Gold,. 
Determin d, that the very Sun which ſaw ? 
Carlos return, ſhould fee his Daughter wed. 
Zan. Indeed, my Lord, then you mult pardon m me, 
If I preſume to mitigate the Crime. 
Confider ſtrong Allurements ſoften Guilt ; 
Long was his Abſence, ardent was his Love. 
At Midnight his Return, the next Day deſtin 'H 
For his Eſpouſals——'twas a ſtrong Temptation. 
Alon. Temptation! 
Zan. "Twas but gaining of one Night. 
Alon. One Night! 
| Zan. That Crime cou'd ne'er return again.“ 
Alen. Again]! By Heav 'n, thou doſt inſult thy tank | 
Temptation ] one Night gain'd! O Stings and Death! 
And am I then undone? Alas, my Zanga! 
And doſt thou own it too? Deny it ſtill, 
And reſcue me one Moment from Diſtraction, 


Zan. 


It is as glaring as the Noon-tide Sun. 

Devil! This Morning after three Years Coldneſs, 
To ruſh at once into a Paſſion for me! 
When her firſt Fool was ſated with her Beauties. 


Never before Hſcloſe her Paſſion for you? 
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Zan. My Lord, I hope the beſt. a 
Alon. Falſe, fooliſh 

And inſolent to me! Thou un it falſe; 


Twas time to feign, twas time to get another, 
Zan. What ſays my Lord? Did Leonora then 


Alon. Never. 
Zan. Throughout che whole three Years ? 


Alon. O never! never !— 
Why, Zanga, ſhould'ſ thou ſtrive ? tis all in vain: 
Tho thy Soul labours, it can find no Reed 


For Hope to catch at. Ah! I'm plunging 4 
= Ten Thouſand Thouſand Fathoms in Deſpair. 


Zar. Hold, Sir, Tl break your Fall. — Waveevery ; 
+ RR i 


| And be a Man 8 he enjoy'd her, 
Be moſt affur'd, he had refign'd her to you 
With leſs ReluQance. 


Alon. Ha! Refign her to me !— 


Reſign her! Who Reſign'd her Double Death!— 
How could I doubt ſo long? my Heart is broke. 


Firſt love her to Diſtration ! Then Reſign her! 

Zan. But was it not with utmoſt Agony ? 

Alon. Grant that, he ſtill Reſign'd her, that's enough. 
Would he pluck out his Eye to give it me? 


Tear out his Heart ?—She was his Heart; no more 
Nor was it with Reluctance he Reſign'd Hy 


By Heav'n he aſk'd, he courted me to wed. 
I thought it ſtrange ; ; 'tis now no longer ſo. 
Zan, Was't his Requeſt? are you right ſure of that ? 


— 0 I fear the Letter was not all a Tale. 


Alon, A Tale! There's Proof equivalent to Sight. 

Zan. I ſhould diftruſt my Sight on this Occaſion. 

Alon. And ſo ſhould I; by Heav'n, I think I ſhould. 
What! Leonora, the Divine | ? by whom | 
We gueſt at "_ ? Oh! Im all Confuſion, 
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Zan. You now are too much ruffled to think clearly, 
Since Bliſs and Horror, Life and Death hang on it. 
So to your Chamber, there maturely * 
Each Circumſtance ; ; conſider above all, 
That it is Jealouſy's peculiar Nature 
| To ſwell ſmall Things to Great, nay out of Nought 
To conjure much, and then to loſe its Reaſon, 
Amid the hideous Phantoms it has form d. 

Alen. Had I ten thouſand Lives, I'd give them all 
To bedeceiv'd. I fear tis Dooms-day with me; 
And yet ſhe ſeem'd ſo pure, that I thought Heav'n 
Borrow'd her Form for Virtue's ſelf to wear, 
To gain her Lovers with the Sons of Men. 


| (Exit Alonzo. 
Enter Iſabella. 


SE Zar. Thus far it works auſpiciouſſy My Patient 
Thrives underneath my Hand in Miſery. 
He's gone to think, that is, to be diſtiated. 

„ overheard your Conference, and law you, 

Tomy Amazement, tear the Letter. | | 
Zan. There, 

There Jobella, I out-did my felf, 

For tearing it, I not ſecure it only 

In it's firſt Force, but ſuperadd a new. 


For who can now the Character examine 


To cauſe a Doubt, much leſs detect the Fraud ? ? 
And after tearing it, as loth to ſhew _ 
The foul Contents, if I ſhould ſwear it now 
A Forgery, my Lord would diſbelieve me, 
| Nay more would diſbelieve, the more I ſwore. 
But is the Picture happily diſpos'd of ? 
= > 7 | (think 
Zan. That's well 
oO dire Neceſſity! is this my Province? 
Whither, my Soul! ah! whither art thou ſunk 
Beneath thy Sphere? E'er while, far, far above 
Such little Arts, Diſſemblings, Falſhoods, Frauds, 
The Traſh of Villainy it ſelf, which falls 
To Cowards and poor Wretches wanting Bread. 


Ah! what is well? O Pang 0 


Does 


d 


Does this become a Soldier? this become 


633 u 
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Whom Armies follow'd, and a People lov'd ? 


A My Martial Glory withers at the Thought, 


But great my End; and ſince there are no other, 
Theſe Means are juſt, they ſhine with borrow'd Light, 


Illuſtrious from the Purpoſe they purſue. 


And greater ſure my Merit, who to 
A Point ſublime, can ſuch a Taſk ſultain, 
To wade thro Ways obſcene, my Honour bend, 
And ſhock my Nature, to attain my End. | | 
Late Time ſhall Wonder; That my Joys will raiſe; 
For Wonder is involuntary Praiſe, 


ACT 
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ACT Iv. SCENE I 
Enter Alonzo and Zanga. 


Alon. FH, what a Pain to think? when every Thought 


Perplexing Thought in Intricacies runs, 

And Reaſon knits th' inextricable Toil | 

In which herſelf is taken. I am loſt, 

Poor Infect that Lam, I am involv'd, 

And bury'd in the Web myſelf have wrought. 

One Argument is ballanc'd by another, 

And Reaſon, Reaſon meets in doubtful Fight, 

And Proofs are countermin'd by equal Proofs. 

No more [I'll bear this Battle of the Mind, 

This inward Anarchy, but find my Wife, 
And to her trembling Heart preſenting Death, 

Force all the Secret from her. „„ 

Zan. O forbear! 3 

Lou totter on the very Brink of Ruin. 

Alon. What doſt thou mean? 

Tan. That will diſcover all, 


And kill my Hopes. What can I think or do? ¶ Aſiat. 


Alon. What doſt thou murmur ? 

Tan. Force the Secret from her? 
What's Perjury to ſuch a Crime as this? 

Will ſhe confeſs it then? O groundleſs Hope! 
But reſt aſſur'd, ſhe'll make this Accuſation, 
Or falſe or true, your Ruin with the King; 


85 Such is her Father's Power. 


Alon. No more! I care no; 
Rather than Groan beneath this Load, I'll dye. 


Zan. But for what better will you change this Load? | 


Grant you ſhould know it, would not that be worſe ? 
Alen. No, it would cure me of my Mortal Pangs: 


| By Hatred and Contempt, I ſhould deſpiſe her; 


And all my Love-bred Agonies would vaniſh. 
Zan. Ah! were J ſure of that? My Lord. 
Alon. What then? 7 


b 


Zan. You ſhould not hazard Life to gain the Secret. 

Alon. B mean? Thou know ſt Im on the 
Til not be play d with, ſpeak, if thou haſt ought, | 
Or I this inſtant fly to Leonora. 

Zan. That is to Death. My Lord, I am not yet 
Quite ſo far gone in Guilt to ſuffer it, | | 
Tho' gone too far, Heav'n knows Tis I am — f 
I have took Pains, as you I know obſerv'd, 
To hinder you from diving in the Secret, 

And turn'd aſide your Thoughts from the Detection. 

Alon. Thou doſt confound me. 

Zan. I confound myſelf ; 

And frankly own tho to my Shame I own it, 
Nought but your Life in Danger could have torn 
The Secret out, u- made me own my Crime. 
Alon, N uic 22 — a, 1} 
Zan. : * _ 
Firſt I muſt ds Io * = if you find 
The fair one guilty, Scorn, as you aſſur'd me, 
Shall conquer Love and Rage, and heal your Soul. 
Alon. Oh! "twill, by Heav'n. 
—_ Alas I fear it much, | 
And ſcarce can hope ſo far; but I of this 
Exact your ſolemn Oath, that you'll abſtain . 
From all Self, Violence, and fave my Lord. 

Alon. I trebly Swear. 

Zan. You'll bear it like a Man? 

Alon. A God. 


Zar. Such have you been to me, cheſe Tears confeſs it, 
| And pour'd forth Miracles of Kindneſs on me: 
And what Amends is now within my Pow'r, 


But to confeſs, expoſe my ſelf to Juſtice, 


Il have it all, and inſtantly. Go on. 


And as a Bleſſing claim my Puniſhment? 
Know then, Don Carlos 
“V. . 


Zan. You cannot beae i it. 
Alon. Go on, [ll have it, tho' it blaſt Mankind; 


| Zav, 
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Zan. Don Carles did return at dead of N ight. 
Enter Leonora. 8 

Tons: My Lord Alonzo, you are abſent from us, 

And quite undo our Joy: | 

Alon. I'll come, my Love: . 

Be not our Friends deſerted by us both ; 

Fl follow you this Moment. 

| Leon. My good Lord, 

I do obſerve Severity of Thought 5 

Upon your Brow. Ought hear you from the Moors ? 

Alon. No, my Delight. 

Leon. What then employ'd your Mind? (friend me 
Alon. Thou, Love, and only thou; fo Heav'n be- 
As other Thoughts can find no Entrance here. 
Leon. _ good in you, my Lord, whe Nation' - 

-ares 


| Sollicit, and a World in Arms obeys, 


8 To drop one thought on me! 


( He ſhews the _ nie, 
Alon. Doſt thou then prize it? 
Leen. Do you then aſk it? 
Alon. Know then to thy Comfort, 
Thou haſt me all, my throbbing Heart is full 
Wich thee alone, I've thought of nothing elſe ; 
Nor ſhall, I from my Soul believe, till Death. 
My Life, our Friends expect thee. 
Leon. Tobey. (Exit. Leon, | 
x: _”o_ 0 — the Face of curs'd Hypocriſy? 
If ſhe is guilty, Stars are made of Darkneſs, 
And Beauty ſhall no more belong to Heavin—— | 
Don Carlos did return at dead of Night. | 
Proceed, good Zanga, fo thy Tale began. 
Zan. Don Carlos did return at dead of Night; 
That Night, by Chance (ill Chance for me) did 1 
Command the Watch that guards the Palace Gate, 
He told me he had Letters for the * 3 8 
Diſpatch d from you. 
Alen. The Villain Iy' d. 
Zan. My Lord, 


I pray 2 at his Sight, 
After 
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After ſo long a Bondage, and your Friend, 
(Who cou d ſuſpect him of an Artifice?) 

No farther I enquir d, but let him paſs, 
Falſe to my Truſt, at leaſt imprudent in it. 
Our Watch reliev'd, [ went into the Garden, 
As is my Cuſtom when the Night's ſerene, 

And took a Moon-light Walk: When ſoon I heard 

| Arufiling in an Arbour that was near me, 
I faw two Lovers in each others Arms, | 
— Embracing and Embrac'd. Anon the Man 
| Arole, 2 falling back ſome Paces from her, 
Gard ardently a while, then ruſh'd at once, 
And throwing all himſelf into her Boſom, 
There ſoftly high'd; “ O Night of Extaſie! 
« When ſhall we meet — Don Carlos then 
| Led Leonora forth. 
Alon. Oh! Oh my Heart! 2 ff bs into a | Chair. 
Zan. A _ on, and with the Sound — 
my Soul. 
is thro? his Heart, his N faite o one another; 

Tis thro' his Brain, his Eye-Balls rowl in Anguiſh— 
My Lord, my Lord, why will you rack my Soul? 
Speak to me, let me know that you ſtill live. 

Do you not know me, Sir? Pray look upon me ; 

Lou think too deeply, I am your own Zanga, 

So lov'd, fo cheriſh'd and ſo aden to ou 
Where ſtart you in ſuch Fury! Nay, my Lord, 9 8 
For Heav'n's Sake ſheath your Sword ! What can * . 


| mean ? | 
| Fool that I was, to truſt you with the Secret, 
And you unkind to break your Word with me! 
O Paſſion for a Woman] on the Ground? 
Where is your boaſted Courage? Where your Scorn, 
And prudent Rage that was to cure your Grief, | 
And chace your Love-bred Agonies away? 
 Rife, Sir, for Honour's Sake. Why ſhou'd the Moors, 
Why ſhou'd the vanguiſh d Triumph? 
Alon. Would to Heav'n | 
That I were lower ſtill ! Oh ſhe was All! 
My Fame, my Friendſhip, and my Love of Arms, a 
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| All ſtoop d to her, my Blood was her Poſſeſſion, 
Deep in the ſecret Foldings of my Heart 
She liv'd with Life; and far the — She. 
But - and no more —ſet Nature in a Blaze, 

Give her a Fit of Jealouſy—away— 
To think on't is the Torment of the Damn'd, 
And not to think on't is impoſſible. 
Ho fair the Cheek that firſt alarm'd my Soul! 
How bright the Eye that ſet it on a Flame! 
How ſoft that Breaſt, on which I lay d my Peace 
For Years to flumber, unawak'd by Care! 
How fierce the Tranſport ! How ſublime the Bliſs ! 
How deep, how black the Horror, and Deſpair! 


Zan. You ſaid, 1 
Alon. I do. 


Am I not moſt diſtracted? 
Zan. Pray be Calm. 5 
Alon. As Hurricanes. Be thou af of that. 
Zan. Is this the wiſe Alonzo ? 
-. - Man. Vallun, no. 
He dy'd in th' Arbour, he was man FFI 3 
I am his Dæmon tho — — Wife 3 Wife! 
Zan. Alas! he w | 
Alon. Go, dig her rave. 
Zan. My Lord! 3 3 WEL 
Alon. But that her Blood's too hot, I would carouſe it 
Around my brical Board. = 
Zan. And I would pledge the. (Afide. 
Alon. But I may talk too faſt. Pray let me think, 
And reaſon mildly.—Wedded and undone 
Before one Night deſcends—O haſty Evil! 
What Friend to comfort me in this Extreme! 
Where's Carlos? Why is Carlos abſent from me ? 
Does he know what has happen d? — 
Zan. My good Lord! 
Alen. O Depth of Horrors! 8 Boſom F riend, q 
Zan. Alas! compoſe yourſelf, my Lord. | 
Alon. To Death. | 
Saxe on her with both Eyes þ ardently ! 
_ Give them the Vultures, tear him all m Pieces ! 


Zan. 


it 


Tear them afunder———MiRler Fo rer 34 


! Zan, Hear me, my Lord, your ri: 
1 knew it not. 2 1 
But ſaw no more than. you gyightwell Fe,” 


Till Afeer-Proofs conſptr q wo df 


(Eternal Curſes P N 


# How the ſweet: Sound Rilf-fings within my Ear? 


Ha! I'm ſurpriz'd; I flag] Clutfths. 
O Angel- Petit l I „ * * 
0; ſhalt be- us I had ec oak 1 85 


To kill her now were * Vengeance lol. 
A 


EY” ve 


Zan. Moſt esesllenti - MIL 


Abd Mb Vicar Keep A Secret. 
In yonder Arbvetoun with de, ow 55 = 
Who's that ?>?Whit n's that? NT 122 — 

- - er IS I BETEO nn C71 


My Heart between — Fan my Heart! 


Vet let it go—-—E mbracin mbrac 2. 7h A 
| N let him in? 2 Tray tor. * ä 
e e 0064 g ange, he drive wad the 
Alas! my Head turns round, Limits fall me. 
22 My Lord! ** 97>: 8 — : 
Abo. O Wine winzig watch 2 


If thou didſt . A. 


Weder t Inj i: : 


To ſee in Foversdeftin'@for ach other. 


By Heaven [th theymectin Innocent: . 
(Who could ſuf fair Leonnys gh 95 5 a 1 . 
Hit, 4 9 


Sad Proofs, which came too Meß Which ee not out, 
n 
Till holy Rites 7 de de te nton Y urs. 5 3 
And then, I own, 7 Sour Ito 0 to- conceal i 1 
In Duty and-Compaſſion w your Place” 7-5. + 
ow. Live agw; -be' Send hereafter; for want 
ot this: 2 i aut 101 111 


night of Feten let de 7 


7 will enjoy this Murder — et © think—— .. . 
The Jes min- Bes Tr tig ſeeret dii®telnots. "© 
| G6, wait me chere, and telle y Dagger with che. x 


(Exit Zan. 


When ſhall ewe meet again o Night, in Hell. 
As be 3s gang, — — ednora. 


Thaw 
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Then I moſt now diſſemble——if I can. 
"Leon. My Lord excuſe me, ſee 


— Jor male io rave Be 
| '* Ae: This Moment--Lecarrs, was coming = 
To thee and all—hut ſure, or I miſtake, | 
F 
Leon. 11 
e es mine, = 

. u are : 
And T ſhall eel = avlas 
2 


e 


eee 


3 "Wha is 
Alon. I I do: nnen 
S 
As on the Health of Virtue. 15 2 
Alin. Virtue - Damn 
Leon. rr 8 
_ Thou art exceeding Fair. WE 
alone is but of little Wann: 
2 2 of a Piece, 
Both ſhine alike, then they obtain a Price, 
And area fit Reward for gallant Actions, 
Heav'ns pay on Earth for ſuch 2 198 
If Fair and Innocent I am your 
? Lon. Horb aß! F - 
ow! my Lord, interrupt you. | 
Alon. No, my M 
| This Hand is mine, O Oh! What a Hand is here? 
So ſoft, Souls fink into ©, and are Jaft!.. wy 
Leon. In Tears, my Lord ? 
Alon. What leſs can ſpeak my Joy? 
| I gaze and I forget my own Exiſtence ; OS 
S 
ore! Ohl W 
And ** Oh! r 
Why, 


3 


„ 


— — 


EI 


| That Heart which I have purchaf d 
| Dnkind Alonzo, tho Imight d 


| Alvares” 


TSK EVEN UR. 
1 Looks for ever, 
— 


EE — 
Lu. How, my Lord! What mean you? 
Acquaint me with the Secret of your Heart, 
Or caſt me out for ever from your Love, 
Allan. Art thou concern'd forme? 
Leon. Lord, 2 — SY 

Is this the ons Neatial Hour 2 
r ed es 
Why when I woo your Hand is it deny'd me? {06 * 
Loan dos +5 bo . Sht to ſhun me? 55 
Nay, my good | 


I have a Title here. _ 
| (Taki Hand, 
And I will have it. Am I not your Wife? 
Have not I juſt Authority to know 


ith m * | 
3 Fn ; 


_ Behold I kneel! See Leonora knee . 

DD 
The Brie forgos the Homage . Baß. 
1 


e breaks fromber, and ſhe finks upon the Flier, 
Ln. Are theſe the Joys which fondly f d. 
And isit thus a Wedded Life 

Wins 1d I gar with, when Zyres mp Heaet Þ 

I knew not that all Happineſs went with it. 

Why did I leave my tender Father's Wing, 

And venture into Love? The Maid that loves, 


|  Goey/out to Sea upon a ſhatter'd Plank, 


And puts her Truſt in — for Safety 
ſhall I figh? 'Where . Compins? 
He — 12 2 ſhould 
He is ths Source of all. 
D z Alan; 
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Alod. Oo to thy:Chambet, % N Le ; hr 
I ſoon wilk zw 3: Qareohichiziow-dilturbs:thes 1 
Shall be clear up; anl. thou ſtilt mot — Fey 5.4 


Oh how like Innocence ſlis lodks| Wha, fad he, * 
And ruſh into her Blood? I never can. 55 
In her Guilt ſhines, and Nature holds my Hand. 
How then? Why thus No more; it is 
| determin'd.. * 242811 '{ — if 4 hk AF); * | 
$1 r es Za o. abe gf; {327 
FA. ſis I fear Aix Heart: has Half d' him. 3 
Can I ndtroule the Snake'that's in his-Boſdm,!. TT 
To ſting:aut humane Nature; and effectit T 
Alon. This vaſt and ſolid Earth, ne 2 
Thoſe Skies thro? which it rolls muſt all have . 
What then is Man? the ſmalleſt part. r Nothing. 
Day buries Day, Month Month, and Tear = ear, 
Our Life is but a Chain vf many Deaths; . .- i; 
Can then Death ſelf be fear d? Our Lidemuchrakes: 
Life is the Deſart, Life the Solitude 
Death joins us to the great Majority: 3 Hen 
*Tis to be born to — — MIC 2 La | 
Tis to be Great for ever. PR IT BIT | 
*Tis Pleaſure, tis Ambition then to tre. 1 | 
Zen. I think, my Lord, you talk'd of Death. 
Alon. I did. 
Zan. I give you Joy, then Lionera's Dead? _ 
Alon. No, Zanga, no, the greateſt Guilt is mine, 
Tis nine, Who might have mark d his Midnight Viſit, 
Who mi ve mark'd his Tameneſs to reſign, her; 
Who might have mark d her ſudden turn of Love. * 
Theſe and a Thouſand Tokens more: and yet, , 
For which the Saints abſolve-my Soul, did — = 
Zan. Where does this tend? 1 
Alon. To ſhed a Woman's Blood : + \ 2 
Would ſtain my Sword, and make my Wars inglarious 
But juſt Reſentment of my ſelf, bears in it 
A Stamp of Greatneſs above vulgar Minds. pig 
— — od 
8 


, 1 
9 4 : 


3 — ** 


For Carlas 
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Dares make his Life the Vietim of his Reaſon, + 


Does. in ſome ſort that Reaſon deify, - --- 


And take a Flight at Heaven. 2 KA 
Lan. Alas! My Lord, 1275 it's ne 1:6 3 
Tis not your Reaſon but her Beauty finde of 


Thoſe Arguments, and throws you on your Sviord. * 
You cannot cloſe an Eye that is fo bright. 
You cannot ſtrike a Breaſt that is ſo-foft,; ' 44? 
That has Ten Thouſand*Extaſies in ſtore 
No, my Lord, I mean for you. .- - 

3 Oh! a m Heart and Marrow! On 


Nor moon u — Weakiiefs af thy Lord. 


I own, I try 2 I quartell'd with my Heart.. 


And puſh'd it on, and bid it ive her Death ; Ws 
But Oh! her Eyes ſtruck firſt, and murder dm me, 
+ Zan. I know not what to anſwer to ms Lord, 


are but Men; we did not make our ſelves. 


Farewel then, my beſt Lord, ſince you muſt dic. : torr 


O that I were to ſhare your Monument, - 

And in Bternal Darkneſs cloſe theſe Eyes Eg 

Againſt thoſe Scenes Which I am doom'dto -i 
Alon. What doſt thou mean? 21 


Zan. And is it then unknown ? 


5 O Grief. of Heart to think that you ſhould 2 it 15 


Sure you diſtruſt that Ardent Love I bear you. 
Elſe cou ld you doubt when you are laid in Duſt —— 
But it will cut my poor Heart thro” and thro? + 


Io ſee thoſe revel on your facred Tomb, 


Who brought you thither by their lawleſs ; Loves EE 


| For there they'll revel; and exult to find 


Him ſleep ſo faſt, who elſe would marr their Joys. I 
Alon. 1 iſtraction | but Don Carlos, well thou 
owt,  * 


| Is theath'd in Steel, ad bent on other Thoughts. 


Zan. I'll work hin: to the Murder of his Friend. 


ves till the Fever of his Blood remriis, .- og. 
| While her laſt Kiſs ſtill glows upon his check; 
But when he finds 4/onzo is no more, 


How will he ruſh like Lightning to her Arme, ROY, 
C 3. There 
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There f there lan 1 

Vut not De es, Con For yo e 
The buraing Ki, the Sigh of Bube 


The 
2— 


Their 
. Tormnte will be all my own, 
An. Il eaſe thee of that Pain. Let Carlos dye, 
Crake him en the Read, and foe ie done: 95 
Tu my Command. | (Gives bis Signet. 
Alon. My ra, now I have thy Leave to dye. 
Zan. Ah Sir! think, think again. Are all Men buried 
In Carlos Grave? You know not Womankind. 
When once the throbbing of the Heart has broke 
The modeſt Zone with which it firſt was ty'd, 

Each Man ſhe meets will be a Carles to her. 

Alon. That thought has more of Hell than had the 
Another, and another, and another ! 
| And each ſhall caſt a ſmile upon my Tomb! _ 

I am convinc d; I muſt not, will not dye. 
Tan. You cannot dye; nor can on murder her. | 
er — 
| But to forget, and ſo to again. 

Alen. Oh! 

Zan. If you fo ive, the World vin cal you Cd 
If you forget, the World will call you Wiſez 
If you receive her to your Grace again, 

The World will call you, very, very kind. 
Alen. Zanga, I underſtand thee well. She dies, 
Tho' my Arm trembles at the Stroke, A 

Zan. That's truly Great. — you fas ft 
The Greek and Roman Name in ſuch a Luſtre; (up 
But doing Right in ſtern Deſpight to Nature, 
Shutting their Ears to all her little Cries, 
When Great, Auguſt, and God-like Juſtice call'd? 
At Aulis one pour d out a Daughter's Life, 


 And'gain'd more Glory than by all his Wars ; 


Another flew a Siſter in juſt Rage : | 
A Third, the Theme of all ſucceeding Times 
Gare to the Cruol Ax a darling Son. 37 


Hay | 
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Nay more, for Juſtice ſome devote themſelves, 
As he at Carthage, arJnainortal Nane? 

Yet there is one Step left above them all, _ 


Above their Hiſtory, aboye their Fable, 
A Wife, Bride, Miſtreſs unenjoy'd—do That, 


| And tread upon the Greek and Zrmen Glory, 


An. "Tis done again? new Tranſports fire my 
I had forgot it, tis my Bridal Night. — 
Friend, give me Joy, we muſt be oY. 


See that the Feſtival be duly hono 
And when with Garland, the full Bow is crown'd, 
And Muſick gives her elevatin deal the facred Floor | 


When golden Oar C 
ang Tapers pour, 


Aut x hw Day 
Thou, Zanga, thou my ſo Friends 1 invite, 
From the dark Realms of everlaſting Ni ht, 
2 Vengeance, eall the Furies, cal pair, 
our chief · invited Gueſt be there; | 
ID gn 
wang round our Nupgat Bed. 


| Fo ACT. 


„ eb s. 0 nf - hor ra 
ACT- 1 8 CEN EIA N 
| ne „. 3 e 5019 1 95:43 29L 


Tu Ache 7 win 198 5 10 


Alon. Pitiful 0 Terrible to Sicht! (Wot, 
PT - = may A ex all cover d o'er with 
nd ſo d. wit who mu d Thee 8 
Tell thy ad”? Tale, and Thou ſhalt feng. 2 5 
Ha! Car lat! Horror! Carla Qh.away!. .;... 
Go to thy r or by ing. 
I cannot beat the. Sight.— 


There's no! e his was Fancy 4 Work, 7 
She draws a Pi ure ftrongly—— _ * 7 
1 Enter Zanga. „ 
Zan. Ha!. —: DT OP 
Alen. Is Carlos murtherd ? 326 5 A 
Zar. I obey'd:y 25 Tang i no: — 2 


— Ruffans 61 _ Ae Se 
_ He fought 2 Was ME an Kade . 
Then ſunk beneath an hundred Wounds to Death, 
His laſt Breath bleſt Alonxo, and deſir d 
His Bones might reſt near Yours. 
Alen. O Zanga! Zanga! 
But I Il not think; for I A act, and thinking. 
Would ruin me for Action. O the Medley 
Of Right and Wrong ! the Chaos in my Brain! 
He ſhould, and ſhould not dye—You thould Obey; 
And not Obey. —lt is a Day of Darkneſs, 
Of Contradictions, and of many Deaths. _ 
| Where's Leenora then? Quick, anſwer me; 
I'm deep in Horrors, I'll be deeper ll. — 

I find thy Artifice did take Effet; 
And ſhe forgives my late Deportment hes 
Zan. I told her from your Childhood you was wont 
On any great Surprize, but chiefly then | 

When cauſe of Sorrow bore it Company, 
Jo baye your Paſſion ſhake the Yeat of Reaſon, 


A momentary Ill, which ſoon blew o er. 5 
Then 
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Then did I tell her of Don Carlas's * 
(Wiſely ſuppreſſing by what means he fell) 
And laid db Wiamts on that! At firſt ſue doubted ; 
But ſuch the honeſt Artifice I us d. 
And ſuch her. ardent Wiſh it ſhould betrue, 
That ſheat length was fully fatify'd. P. 
Alon. "Twas well ſhe was. In our late Interview, 
My Paſſion ſo far threw me from my Guard; | 
Methinks 'tis ſtrange; that; 5 her Gut, 
She ſaw not thro my thin Diſguiſe 3 my Heart. 
Lan. But what defign you, bir, and how? 
Alon. I'll tell the. | 
| Thus I've ordain' d- it. In * Jeſs mi Bow'r, 
The Place which ſhe diſhonour d WI the Guilt, 
There will I meet her, the Appointment's made ; 2 
And calmly ſpread (for I can do it now) 
The Blackneſs of her Crime before her Sight, 
And then, with all the cool N 
Of Publick Juſtice, give her to the Grave. 


3 Why get cer gone! — 


Siſters of — £0 hand in hand, 
Go dance around the Bow'r, and cloſe them i in; 
And tell them that I ſent you to ſalute them. _ 
Profane the Ground, and for th'Ambrofial Roſe, 

And Breath of Jeſlamin, let: Hemlock blacken, 
And deadly Night- hade poiſon all the Air. 

For the fweet Nightingale may Ravens Croak, 
Toads pant, and Adders ruſtle thro' the Leaves; 5 

May Serpents, winding up the Trees, let fall 
Their hifling Necks upon them from above. 

5 And ad mingle Lite he as I ſhould * them. 1 Ext. 


that = 
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| SCENE the Jie; 
Leonora Sleeping. Enter Alonzo. J 


Alen. Ye Amarinths ! Ye Roſes like the Mora! | 
Sweet Myrtles; and ye Golden Groves, 
Why do you fmile ? Why ds you en fo fair? 
Are you not blaſted as I enter in? 
Vi, oe — Flow'r Jets fall its Head! 
How ſnadders every Leaf without a Wind! 
How every Green is as the Ivy pale! 
Did ever Midnight Ghaſts aſſemble here? 
Have theſe re. —_ ever learnt to 
ing, Love inſpiring, holy Bow'r 
Bw. in thy fragrant Boſom f ou receiv'lt 
1 Oh! I ſhall ſtain thy Lillies, 
| 424 Horror will uſurp the Seat of Bliſs. 5 
30 Lucifer broke into Paradiſe, = 
— _— followed. (He advances J Hal 


The Da The Day's uncommon Heat bes overcome her. 

| e, my longing Eyes, your laſt full Gaze. 
Gr what a Sight is here? How dreadful Fair! 

Who would not think that Being innocent? 

Where ſhall I ſtrike! Who ftrikes her, frikes himſelf, 

My own Life-Blood will iſſue at her Wound. & 


_ On my diſtracted Heart !-—-O Cruel Heav'n! 


To give ſuch Charms as thoſe, and then call Man, | 


| Meer Man to be your Executioner. 


Was it becauſe it was too hard for you? >» 
But ſee ſhe ſmiles ! I never ſhall ſmile more. 
It ſtrongly tempts me to a parting Kiſs. (Going he Harti. 
Ha! ſmile again? She dreams of him ſhe loves. (back. 
Cupie on ber Charms * I'Il tab her thro? them all. 
- . As he is going to flrike, ſhe wakes. 
Tecon. My Lord, your Stay was long, and yonder Lull 
Of falling Waters n me to R Rell 

N 


1 


—_— 


——ͤ— — 


Diſpirited with Noon's exceſſive Heat. 


Thus Heav'n and I ſhall both be 


Which with a touch works Miracles, boils u 
My Blood to Tumult, and turns round m oy 
En now thou fwing'ſt before me, I ſhall Eden, 
No, I will make thee ſure, and claſp thee all. 
Who turn'd this ſlender waſte with o much Art, - 
And ſhut Perfection in ſo ſmall a Ring! 


On which the dazzled Sight can find no Reſt; 
But drunk with Beauty, wanders and down © Zh 
For ever, and for ever finds new Charms! 


Whence didft thou fteal their burning Orbs! Go Hea: 
Tbou didſt, and tis Religion to adore them. ven? 
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Alon. Ye Powers! with what an Eye ſhe mend | 


White they were elos d I ſhould have giyen the Blow. 


G for a laſt Embrace! And then for _ 


Leon. What fays my Lord? 


Alen. Why this Alores fays, 
I Love were endleſs, Men were Gods: "is that 
Does counter-balance Travel, 


» Pain—— | 
bear 


'Tis Heav'ns Expedient to make 


_ The Light, „ 


Leon. Alas! my Lord, why talk you of the Grave? 


1 | Your Friend is dead ; in Friendſhip you ſuſtain - 
_ A mighty Loſs, repair it with my Love. (fay, 


Alen. Thy Love! Thou piece of Witchcraft! I wou 
Thou brighteſt Angel! I could gaze for ever. 
Where ha& thou This? Enchantreſs, _—_ wk E 


Who ſpread that pure Expanſe of White above! 


But O thoſe Eyes! thoſe Murderers! O whence! 


Leon. My beſt Alonzo, moderate your thought: 


Extreams 2 fright me, tho of Love itſelf. 


Alon. Extreams indeed ? 12338 5 
But I come home again — and now r 
And now for Death —it is im 


Sure ſuch were made by Heay'n guiltlels to Sin, 1 
Or in their Guilt to laugh at Puniſhment. (Au. 


I leave her to juſt _ Drops the Dagger. I 


Leon. Ha! a Dagger! 


. thou Miniſter of Death ? 


What 


6: TR EVEN En 
What dreadful 7 Tale Hoſt tell n i ifi 4-000 2 


Zul Deatll co my „ e pes F, _ 


My cloſe long Aabgard Schente' at once is blaf 

That Dagger found will cat afe her to ene quire, 

_ Enquiry will diſcover all my Hopes * 
Of Vengeance periſh'd ; I * at x am LA 
Curſe on che e Heart! wither his Hand 


Which Reld the Selin vai K. Whincar ee x 
Where can I Thar fo Toth 
Fell Page, % e, d | 5 * 
tra an up de * 
Ta tis a! — Yall $2227 8 I s ng 
con. O Zanga am finking in m Fea 
E LO ER ny Fo s If 


7 a 
And left me ig a firan . Pierer cho. af 4 
What can't teh Athy » preſerve his Life) 


Zan. Vets duts:” - 5 ** 

BEE NY 

Zan? Carry you "popdheſs to ſuch eee, 5 
o blinded to che ffüftö of him peu love; 1 Tarn . 0 


That you perceive not he. is Jealous? 


Leon. „Heay'ns 4 2 44. l i 087 Fo 
Andy et a a Thing gs recur ive ſwear i . 
What Vil could inſpire him with that weer 254 
It is not oft Cen, of his Ou Nature. 1 
Zan. Ne Vn, Who, 8 bet he 5 | 


PO" b OO Preben, 
Do itſelf Juſtice, and aſſert its. Honour, Abd 
And make him conſcious of his Stab to'Virthe. - 
| Leen. Jealous ! it fickens at my Heart. 'Unkind, - 
Ungenerous, e e weak, and inſolent? 
Why ? Wherefore On what ſhadow ef Occaſion Þ 
"*IY Fakclagtion, 5 hes of 1 : n D 


For the edife&ted K | His Race:. -30t . 5 
On ko the Gri e ens td y e 

How &outt ſo meàn a Vice ar end 20024 4 
Unnatural Child of Ignorance and Gut, 8288 
Which tears and feeds upon its Parents . 23 


Sh KEV ENCE. . 
I ve in a Throng of ſuch exalted Vittyes? * 


I ſcorn, and hate, yet love him, and ad as 
I cannot, will not, or Bk, chink it i LEED 8 


Till from himfelf I kn * U. 
Zan. This ſacceeds* is 8 2 
to my. Wiſh. ior tre en Vier . 
Ipbraids him. He, well knowing ſhe 1 is pyilty,' 7 
Rages no leſs, ſo if on either ſide I 
Waves run hogh, there ſtill N Kia * 
Had Be, Alonzo.” gg ; 4 70 
My JP cnn 34! 1. 51; * 7 uk! 105 FT 
| "thn. O Zange* hold thy Pa ce, 1. am x 
Baut Heav'n itſelf did hold 17 31 . bs 


By the Well. being of my Saul I 64. 

Il think of Vengeance at another. Seaſon. 

Zan. My L „ her Guilt. 

5 Perdition on thee; Moor, © **&- = 

For that ode Word! Ah (do notrouſe che They 

I have o'erwhelm'd it much as poſſible 
Away then, let us talk of otfier Things. e 

I tell thee, Moor, I love her to. Diftraftion: © © ©- 
If 'tis my Shame, why belts love her; 4 

Nor can I help it, tis impos'd upon me 
By ſome ſuperior and reſiſtleſs Pow'r. 

I could not hurt her to he Lord of Earth; 9 
It ſnocks my Nature like a Stroke at Heav' 15 Res : 
Angels: defend Ber, as ik ünotent! . Nat 

But ſee, my Eennora comes l—Be gone. bi, ae 
e © Fnte# Leonora. \7..; HE 

: o ſeen for ever! yet for ever new! f aH — 

The Conquer d thou doſt Conquer: der gain. 


Inffictiug Wound on Wound: 3 
_ Leon, Alas! My Lord, 44 | E "IS. 20109 6 194 ** 
need of this to mex 4 


Aan. Ha! doſt chu weep? iel, 5 

25k kee nner! oh 
Alon. If Lobe i the Concern, va 30 hau 5 9 55 
Thou haſt no Caiſe;' None ave lov tke ms: . 8. 
But wherefore this? Is it to break! my Heat | "is | 


| Which lies fo/muck Hood for every"Tear? - 


| Lat: 


. nne 


Los. Is it ſo tender 5 
Abe. Is it not? O Heaven! . 
Dante af my Le? We am ess. | 


k quite ablcrds wy every ery other Paſſion. 
this one Embrace would laſt for ever! 
= OE OO MERE Vir 


defign upon my Life? ? 

poſfible! I throw away the Thou (A. 

Theſe Tears declare how mack Tx the Joy . 

5 4 png apart ng boy neg 

My Univerſe does lie within that ſpace. | 
F 

Alen. M Dagger? 

Te rouzes horrid Images Away,.. 

Away with it; and let us talk of Love,.. 

| Plunge our ſclvesdeep imo the feet Hane: 


| Yet, yet diſmiſs me: | 
Leon. Who has moſt Cauſe? You or myſelf; What 40 
Of my whole Life ene rn 
Or of your own, what G banden k n you? © 
You fad me kind, and think me hind to.all 
A e , on page afink he 
ire ought we 
From our own fem; and is your's them ſo fra, 


6 - 


1 
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It prompts you to conceive thus ill of me? 
r 5 
Deſerves to find it trus. N 1— 
Alon. O Sex, Sex, Ser ! n (Turning * . 
2 of you all. TIl- fated — | 
Why ou forc'd me back into the Gulph _ 
2 I had block d up from * 
I know the Cauſe: thou ſaw'ſt me Impotent 
E'er whileto hurt thee, therefore thou bn on me 5 | | 
But by the I ſuffer, to thy Woe, "15S 
For ſince thou haſt replung d me in my Torture, 2 
| I will be ſatisfy'd. 
| p 2 e een neee ing 
| n. Yes thy own it thee 
I vill be fit 
Leon. Of what ? 
2 2 
5 '{r on man, 
| Weak, and aſſur d at once ; thus tis for eve. 
Who told thee that thy 1 
Wa told thee I defign'd upon thy Life 
You found the derne ba tar could not en, 
Nor did I tell thee; 3 
tik, conſcious Guilt. 
Leon. This to my Face! OHeav'a! 
Alen. This to thy very Soul. . 
© Leon; Thou'rt not in Earneſt? 
— Serious as Death. | 
_ "Doom. Then Hear's have Mercy os the, 
Till now I ſtruggled not to think it true, 
I'fought Conviction, and would not believe it. 
3 RL, — 
5 hou ſhall re this t. c Mr.” 
Your Paffon's wiſe, dea Diſguiſe for Guile 
Tis my Turn now to . 5 
Von and your Thouſand ſhall not eſcape me; 
_ Leon... Arts? 
Alon. Arts. Confels, for Death 5 in ay Hand. 
Len. 9 


1 
> 


5 * v. V eins with Faſſiou to 


4 Tr K EVE NG E. 
Alon. Confeſa, : Confeſs,: Confeſs.;: / 129 e 31 
ab. 2 
{corn to anſwer thee, .preſumptuous Man QT 


— x =" and incur a outer Shame) 
Were did I find this Piftite ! | 5 | 


Leon. Ha! Dos Carlos? _ | | 
By my beſt Hopes more, welcome than thy awn. - 
Alon. I know it ! but is Vice ſo very rank, 
That thou Douldſt dare to daſh it in my Face t 
Nature is fick of thae, abandan d Waman 17 
Leon, Repent. 2:fi „ ©: RN "IB 
Alon. Is that Nr me 3 e 
Leon. Fall, aſk my Pardon. c-Si HA; 5 
4 Alon Allaßidatentl. BY 
Leon. Dar'ft thou peril to think Tam diſione? 
Alon. I know thee fo. : 
Teon. This Blow then to thy b 
2 (She flabt her ſelf, be eqleaioaring to prevent FFE 
Aller. Hoa! Zang J ab“ Hoa). the bleeds. 
Deſcend ye bleſſed. A tu Aſſiſt her. 
Toon. This is the only Way would wound pe! 4 
The: maſt nojult.. — think me guilty ſtill. 
: Enten Iſabella. 3 
Alon. Bear her to inſtant help. The World to fave 
Wk 
| Tem. Unhappy Man! Well- may't thou gaze — 
But fix thy Terror and: Amazement right; (tremble; 
Not on my Bloed ; but on thy awn Diftrattion. 
What haſt thou done t Whom cenſur di Leanora. 
When thou hadſt cenſur d, thou — N 1. . 
O lnconſiſtent ! Should I live in ſhame: 
Or ſtoop to any othei Means hut This, + 
T aſſert my Virtue ! No: ſhe whia Cilputes,.. 6 
Admits it -ofſible ſhe might be guilty. 
While ought but Truth could be my, laducement to it, 4 
While it might look like an Excuſe to thee, ' 
I ſcormd. to vindicate my Invfiocence ;.. . . : 
But now, I . Raſhneſs know, the Wound 
Which leaft z that my Dagger made. 
; beth leads out Leanera- 


N o 
4 0 + 
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Alen. Ha! Was this Womanguiky3+am N | 
How my Thought darkens that way: 1 
That the proves guilty, or give Being End. ber, 
Is that my Hope then? — Sure che ſacred Dulk' 8. 

Of her that borqme ięmbies in ita Urn. N * 

Is it in Man the ſore Piſtreſs to bear,h +. 
When hope it ſelf is blacken d to Deſpair, HIS. 
When all the Bliſs I pant for, is to gain 


In Hell a Refuge from ſeyerer Pain. (Ex. Alon. 2 


Enter Zanga. .. 
| Zan. How ſtands the great Account wirt wand 
Ds er? 5 3 * 

is yet. ſtill ig. w me mu 
21 2 e E 


Ha! That were a = were Fata] t00—— | 
Why be it ſfo——— Revenge ſo truly Great 
Would come too cheap, if — ht with leſs than Life. 


Do * come Hell ane. 'tis reſolv'd, Na 


_—_ Enter Iſahella. N 
e Akt e me tremble!) has nog. yet. 7 
Thy cruel Heart its fill? Poor Leongra 
Zan. Welters in Blood, and pals for hes che Ie : 

What then? We all muſtdye. ., 5 
sb. Alonzo raves, ET 

And inthe Tempeſt of his Grief, has thrice - Bt 4 TA 
Attempted on his Life. At length diam d, 
He calls his Friends that ſave him bis worſt rs. 1 
And importunes the Skies for ſwift. Perdition. ; ö 
Thus in his Storm of Sorrow. After Pauſe A 1 
He ſtarted up , and call'd aloud far Zanpa; - 27 cn 

For Zanga — and ſee he ſeeks youthgre. . - nA 
To learn that Truth, which moſt he dreads to know. '-;- 

Zan. Be gone. Now, now, my" _ conſummate al n 


4 BY | 1 n 
Alon. 11 25 a 
1 bu peak. | 
2 = I dare, teu. 25411 em; loa fn; 
| Zan. You, drown. me, with. your Tears, - ci 1} 
mY” Alon. Have | not Caule? .. * { 1, * A er n 1 | 
Zan. rd Hare no Gale," e end on 4h 


. * * .* „5 „ 4 © > . * 
3 1+ Alon. 


& Te REVENGE: 


Al. Doſtthou top rave? 
Des. Your Anguiſh is to come. 

You mach hive Den abend. 
Alon. Abesd! By whom? 3 

Zan. Te know, were little Comfort. 

Alon. Oh! ere much. 

Zan. Indeed! 


Au. By Heav'n! O gi my 
| Zan. 3 Sb 


— chatsone Tranſport to ne, 
= 
| to 
. „ 
ke, © 1 deftroy. 


ht in juſt Revenge! 


Sons go weep, 


| — Thrones rejoyce. - 
O my dear Countrymen! Look down, and ſee,. 1 
How I beſtride — Conqueror | 
I tread on Haughty pain, and all her Kings, 


But this is is my Indul 
5 — — ignation. 
I muſt awake him into Horrors. Hoa! 
Alnxo, Hoa! the Moor is at the Gate: 
Awake, Invincible, Omnipotent, 
Thou who dat all fabdue.? | 
Alon. Inhuman Slave! 


Zan. Fall'n Chriſtian, chou miſtaleft my 8 


Look on me. Who am I? I know, thou fay ſt, 
The Moor, a Slave, an abjett, beaten Slave, 
Woes to him that made me ſo.) 

But look again. Ei ix Veas re Bondy 
 Extinguiſh'd Majeſty fo far, that 

at coated re thee? 


| 1 
24. Why this is well,—why this h Blow fu. Blew? FN 
| Whereare r - 


I — — jj DD ND — —_— 9 


And then was made the the Captive of a 


When the great Moorif& ae fu — 
77 tho' theo hs Fond — by 


What were my \ 
My Wages were a 


„ te LORD LADS . ö N * * 


5 Both innocent, both murders, both by me... 3 
Thas Heav'vly Maid, which Belag, bv for ever 3 

At lleaſt have geatly ſlept her Soul away; | 
Whoſe Life ſhould have ſhat up as Evening Flow'rs: | 


Hell had been made for 8 


Complain of Grief? Complain thou art a Man. 
|  Priam from Fortune's lofty Summit fell, 8 
| Great Alerander midſt his Conqueſts mourn d, 
Heroes and Demi-gods have known their Sorrow, 
N Caſars have w eps and ae ad my lv 


To make ev'n Thee s that I am juft. 


A 2 


Fell by thy Hand accurft, 


Arge >); 
ory jy wr: 1 be 
I ſtood aſtride, till I had clove thy Creft, i 
vadron, 

! what? 
! Hear nor Hearn, nor Barth, | 
ow, — a 
And from a Mortal Hand. . 
1 2 Villain! R 
Strife is vain. | — 
Alan. . 
Is this my Recompence ? Make Friends of Tygers? 


And ſunk unto th 2 


Lay not your Young, O Mothers, on the Nreaſt, 
| For fear they turn to 
And pay you for their 


lie, | 
ſkment with Death. | 


Carlos is dead, 3 


At the departing Sun — Was Murder'd! Murder d! 
O Shame ! O Guilt! O Horror! O Remorſet 
O Puniſhment | Had Satan never fell, 


Zan. Muſt ! Eo hin 


_ og n Ces. - 
et, e er — engeance, 


Thou ſee'ſt a Prince, Sete Father chau bag ks, fo 
hoſe Native Country thou haſt laid in Blood, 
hoſe. Sacred Perſon, Oh, thou haft prophan'd : 

3 What was left to me . 


„ TOREMENDRE 
So highly born! No Kingdom, but Revenge ; :; 
No Treaſure, hit thy: Tortures, and thy _ 
If Men ſhall 50 brou ht the to thy End, 
Tell them, the Mevr, and they: will wot deſpiſe thee; 7 
3 nay. mg cenſure this 7 * 
arn them, t not of e 
Souls made of Fire, A Children of the _ | | 
With whom Revenge is Virtue. Fare thee well—— 
Now fully ſatisfy'd I ſhould take leave: 
But one Lhingigrienes me, fince:thi Death | ivmear, 
I leave thee my Example Rae _ =_ 


1. f 8 80 


— 
* 


: (ts hots geg nh aa A+ FIERY to 
prevent him. In th d Time; Bater tfvarez attended. = 
They diſarmand ſeizes 9 45 Alonzo puts — "wy a 


| in his Nb. 0 n 
Alan. Now Monlier, tov ſal vo egy Dc : 
Oh Father ! | 5 
Alon. © 8 r H: „ 5.95 [2041 
Fold al with Remorſe toi ſoe dete, s reg. 41 
old all the Dreadful Tale. 26 
Alon. What Groan was that 2 e Ane 
Zay, have been a Valcur to thy Heart, A 
So will I be a Raven to thine Ear, IT) 
And true as ever ſnuff d the — of Blood, 
As ever flapt its heavy Wing againſt 


2 The Wigdow of the Sick one croalg Deſpair. . 

" (Abo goes to- e fide of the Stage, and. returns, 19 
ak The dreadful News 1s true. % To 
Aer. Prepare the Rack, invent new torments for Nin. 
Zan. This too is well. The fix'd and noble Mind 
Turns all Occurrence to its own Advantage, ; 
And I'll make Vengeance of Calamity. : : : T 
Were I not thut redue d, thou wouldit not know, 5 
That thus pedug'd, dare defy thee ſtill l. 

Torture thou may'ft;;; but thou ſhall neter deſpiſe me, 
The Blood wil . gllow-where, the Knife is driven, 


The Flgh will ie whe the; Fingers tear, | 4 4 


This only marks my body for the Grave. 


TbeWNNUH NO 
And Sigha and Tris by Natute g & bn Pal 
But thoſe are! te che Sou Nadine” © 
The Groans that iſſue, r the Fears thüt f 7 
: Theyidiſdbey me; On the Rack Ido Fee 
As when my Faulchion dove my Helm in Battle, 

Alu. Peace, Villainn/ . . & 
Zan. While Ilive, Old Man, III ſpeak, 
And well I know Thou dar'ft not kill me yet; 
For that would rob thy Bloodhounds of their oP 

Alon. Who call'd A % 
Alu. No one call'd, my Son. 
Alon. Again! tis Carks's Voice, and I obey: 
Oh how I laugh at all that This can do, 

(Shexving the Dagger: | 

The Wounds that pain'd, the Wounds that — me 
Were giv'n before ; I am already dead, 


— 5 (Stabs 2 5 
: Africk, Thou art reveng Moone Lange 55 


— 


„ | (Dies. 
Zan. Good R eg i 
yours, CS TE RE, 
The Wheel's prepar'd,- wit 
Let me but look one M amt 
And pay your ſelves wi] . my Pangs. a 
(He goes to Alonzo's Body. 


Is this Alonzo? Where's his haughty Mien? 
Is that the Hand which ſmote me? Heav'ns, how pale! 
And art thou dead? So is my Enmity. 
I war not with the Duſt: the Great, the Proud, 
The Conqueror of 4frick was my Foe. 
A Lion preys not upon Carcaſſes, 


I This. was thy only Method to ſubdue me. 


| error and Doubt fall on me, all thy Good 
Now blazes, all thy Guilt is in the Grave, 
Never had Man ſuch Funeral Applauſe; 
If Hament thee, ſure thy Worth was Great. 
Oh Vengeance! I have follow'd thee too far, 
And to receive me, Hell blows all her Fires. 


ene 
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Alu. Dreadful Effect of 


In which the Wiſe with Caution rr 
Reluctant long and tardy to „ 


| Foins the —-— 
And ee Ven fs Zeng i Hen, 


| EPI. 


* p 15 L Oo G VE: — 


=. in ae death Brain, . - 
2 . 


| 22 * 20 it „ 3 
1 1 edding Night? 

= E 
ol 2 — AG . and with Groundleſs þ 

x by the Ears; 

n of our of 
| tes a , Oct Fe = 
A e 2 5 
A 
5 To ble Bride, « Mfr 


Alonzo was 4 — | 
*Twere —_ 2 wi wp — u | 


Dl r 5 
Whether he bets Cries wore fall rag = 
The Prieft fe ew ne the Jus. | 
2 an 
1 2— rad a 2 — 
cad bop 4 — 
=p: x” 79; Wife, at this their arr ariy wr” of 5 
| The Proof th Pudding had been in the Eating. 
| Hud all this Blood and Murder been | 


72 1 
Britons, be Wiſe, and from this ſad Example, 


Neer break Bargaii, bu l take @ Sampl, 


| 
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. 3 
Fruit e 
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- en, 
den Colfervataory, 
ing to hex amy the anvtt; 
of the. preſent Age 6d 
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